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It is aot ncccffary to fay any thing 
by way of Preface^ than to ctefire the 
Reader, who fccb an IncUnatfon to trcn- 
fure any of thefe Letters, will recoUedl 
the perfons by and to whpm, and the 
Sltuatiaas in which, they were written* 



-I pray you, in your letters, 



When you ftiall thefc unlucky deeds relate, . 

Speak of me as I am. Nothing extenuate. 

Nor fet down aught in malice. Then muft you fp^k 

Ofonethatlov'd, not wifely, but too well : 

Of one, not eafily jealous; but, being wrought. 

Impatient in th' extreme: of one, whofe hand, 

Like the bafejudean, threw a pearl away 

Richer than all hia tribe : of one, whofc eyes. 

Albeit unufed to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as faft as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum. 

Othello* 
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L E T T E R r. 

ToMiis . 

Iluntinsdon, Dec. 4, 1774, 

DoarM. 

TEN thoufazied thanks for your billet by my 
corporal Trim yefterday* The feNow 
feem«d happy to have been the bearer of it, 
becaufe he faw it made me happy. He will be 
as good a foldier to Cupid as to Mars, I dare 
fay. And Mars and Cupid are not now to be- 
gin their jcquaintance, you know. Whichever 
he fenre, you may command him of courfc, 
without a compliment ; for Venus, I need not 
B tell 
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tellyoUf is ^hc mother of Cupid, and mMlrcfs 
of Mars. 

At prefcnt the drum is beating up under my 
window for volunteers to Bacchus — ^In plain 
£ngli(h| the drum tells me dinner is ready *, for a 
drum gives us bloody-minded heroes an appetite 
for eating, as well as for fighting ; nay, we get up 
by the beat of it, and it every night fends, or 
ought to fend us, to bed and to fleep. To-night 
it will be late before I get to one or the other,. I 
fancy — indeed, the thoughts of you would pre- 
vent the latter. But, the next difgrace to refufing 
a challenge, is refufing a toaft. The merit of a 
jolly fellow and of a fpunge is much about the 
fame. For my part, no glafs of any liquor taftcs 
as it (hould to me, but when I kifs my M. on 
the rim. 

Adieu — Whatever hard fervice I may have 
after dinner, no quantity of wine fhall make me 
yet drop or forget my appointment with you to- 
morrow. We certainly were not feen yefterday, 
for reafons I will give you. 

Though you fliould perfift in never being 
mine. 

Ever, ever 

Your's. 

LET. 
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LETTER II. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, Dec. 6, 17^5. 

My dcareft M. 
• No — ^I will not take advantage of the fweet, 
relu6iant^ amorous confefGon which your can- 
dour ganre me yefterday. If to make me happy 
be to make myM.otherwife; then^ happinefs^ 
ri! none of thee. 

And yet I could argue. Suppofe he has bred 
you up— *— Suppofe you do owe your numerous 

• ^compliftments, under genius, to him arc 

you therefore his property ? Is it as if a horfc 
that he has bred up fhould ref ufe to carry him ? 

Suppofe you therefore are his property-- ^Will 

the fidelity of fo many years weigh nothing in 
the fcale of gratitude ? . 

Years— —whyi can obligations (fuppofe they 
had nothecn repaid an hundred fold) do away the 
unnatural difparity of years ? Can they bid five- 
and-fifty (land ftill (the leaft that you could afk), 
and wait for fiye-and-twenty-? Many women 
have the fame obligations (if indeed there be m any 
of the fame accomplifliroents) to, their fathers. 
They have the additional obligation to them (if, 
3 2 ^ indeed. 
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indeed, it be an obligation) of exiilence. The 
difparity of years is fometimes even lefs.— — 
But, mufl; they theztiorc take their fathers to 
their bofoms ? Muft the jeiT^minc fling its ten- 
der arms around the dying c!m ? 

To my little fortunes you are no ftranger. Will 
you (hare them with me ? And you (hall honell- 
ly tell his Lordfhip that gratitude taught you to 
pay every duty to him, till love taught you there 
were other duties which you owed to H. 
Gracious Heaven that you weuldi^zy them !' 
But, did I not fay I would not take advantage I 
I will not* I will even remind you of your chiK 
drenj to whom I, alas, could only ihew at pre* 
fcnt the affeHion of a father. 

M • weigh us in the ficales. If gcatitude out*. 
balance love — fo. 

If you command it, I fwear by bve, I'll joio- 
my regiment to-morrow. 

If lo-ve prevail, aod infift upon hb daes •, you . 
fball declare the vi£fc&ry and the prize. I wilt 
take no advantage. 

Think over this. Neither will I take you hcjir 
fnrpjrize. Slefp up9n it, before you return your 
znfwcr. Trim {hall mak^ the old excufc to* 
morrorxr. And,tha&kHeavcft! to«-ntghtyouileep 
alone. 

Wky 
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^Why did you fiiig that fwcct fong ycftcrday, 
though I fo preflcd you? Thofc words and your 
itbicc, were too much. 
--. No words can fay how much I am your's* 

LETTER III. 

To Mr. ■ ■ ■ . 

H. 

Dec. 7, 1775- 
My dear H. 

Hike has been a fad piece of work ever fince 
I. received your's yeftcrday. But, don't be alarm- 
ed— -We ace not difcovered to the prophane. 
Qur tender tale is only known to — (whom does 
your fear fuggeft?) — to love and gratitude, my 
H. And tb^y ought both for l^enty reafon^^ 
to be your friends, I am fure.' 
. They have been trying ypurcaufe, ever fincc 
the departure of hpneft Trim yefterday. Love, 
though in my opinion not fo blind, is as good a 
juilice, as Sir John Fielding. I argued the matter 
ftoutly^ — my head on his Lordihip's fide of the 
^eftion, myheartonyour's. Atlafttheyftemed 
to fay, as if the oath of allegiance, which I had 
taken to gratitude^ at a time.whcn, Heaven knows, 
I had never heard of love, (hould be void, and I 
(hould be at fulj liberty to devote myfclf, body 
13 3 and 
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and fo»I, to-^^BuC call e» me id'-iiiorrow Wforr 
dinner, and H! tell you tbtfir final }iclgni€H& 
This I will tell you now— Rxrc fcnt yow the ttn^ 
dereft wiibcs, and gratitude faid I could nefjcj^ 
pay you all I owe you for your noble letter of 
yeftcrday. 

Yet— *oh, my H. think not meanly of me ever 
fojrthiji—— Do not youturn advocate againft me* 
■ ■■■ "I will not pain yo u > * ti» impoffible you 
^ver (houfd. 

Come then to*morrov-"-<itt<l fiirely Omiah 
will not murder h>ve I Yet I thought the otber 
d^y he anight our eyes con^ei fing. Eyesfpcaic » 
loi^nage aH can underflland. — ^Bvt, is a>child^ 
of nature to nip m tbe bud that fa^rouvite 
pafiion which bis^ mother Natuve planted, andl 
ftill tends ? — What will Oberea- and her eot^rie 
fay ix) this, Oiiiis^> when yen* veturn from 
makijsg the tour of the globe ? They^U biack- 
\eXk yau> depend on it* 

What would Kofleao &y to it^ my H^ ? 
^ You flmll teQ me top^sior^ow, ] witt ttotwtife 
sau>th<^r word ; 1^ c^nfeience^ who h j«ft now* 
looking wrevmykft fliouMer, fiieuldfaatehm^' 
pen^ and focatcl^ out ta-^mrraw^ 

h E T^ 
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LErTER IV. 
Ti>Mifr . 

Hwitiafdoo^ Sec. 2i» 1775; 

I HOPE to Hcavcit Trim wiD 6e able- to get 
Ihh to yoa to-iright ? — ^Not I only, but my whole 
future lifer, fhaH thani you for the dear flrcet of 
paper I have jnft reteiverf, Bfeffin^s, blWfingf 
— Bxrt f could' write and exclaim, and: ofFcr ujr 
TOWS and prayerar, till the happy hour arrires. 

Yet, hear me, M. If I have thufffardefcrved 
your fove, I will dcferve it ftilt. As a proof 1 
Bavenot hitherto prcflcdyou frnrany thing con- 
fcicncc di&pprove?, you (hall' not do to-morrow 
what confcience difapprovcs. You (hall not 
make me happy (oh, how fuprcmely bleft !) un»- 
der thr roof of your benefador and my holl. If 
were not honourable. Our love, the inerorabic 
tyrant of our hearts, claims his facrificc $ but 
dbey not bid ns mfuft hir Lordftip*i walls wirh 
it. Hbw civilfy did he invite me to H. in Oc- 
tober hfl:, though an unknown recruiting officer! 
HowpoKtely himfclf firft! introduced me to him- 
fetf F Often hay the rtcolledion made me 

ftrugglc 
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ftrugglc with my paffion. Still it fliall rc- 
ftrain it on this fide honour. 

So far from triumphing or exulting. Heaven 

knows if Lords, indeed Jove you, if indeed 

it be aught befide the natural preference which 
aige gives to youth-^— — Heaven knows how much 
I pity him Yet, as I have eith.cr faid pr written 
before, it is only the pity I fl)ould feel for a fa- 
ther whofc afFcdl ions were unfortunately and un- 
naturally fixed upon his own daughter. 
. Were I your feducer, M- and not your lover, I 
(hould not write thus — norftiould I have talked 
or a£lcd or written as I have. Tell it not in 
Gath, nor publifh it in the ftreets of A(kalon, 
left the Philiftines fliould be upon me. I fliould 
be drummed out of my regiment for a traitor 
to intrigue. And can you really imagine 1 think 
fo meanly of your fex ! burely you cannot ima- 
gine I think fo meanly of you. Why, then, 
the conclufion of your laft letter but one ? A 
word thereon. 

Take men and women in the lump, the villany 
of thofe and the wcaknefs of thefc — I maintain 
It to be left wonderful that an hundred or fo 
(hould fall in the world, than that even one 
fliould ftand. Is it ft range the ferpent conquered 
Eve ? The devil agaii|lt a woman is fearful odds. 

He 
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H^ has^coiMiucrcd men, womena' conquerors ^ 
he ha$ made even angels £alL 

Obj tben» ye parents,, be mercifkl in your 
wratb. Join not the bafe betrayers of your ebil- 
dren — drive not your children to the bottom o£ 
the precipice^ bccaute the villains have driven 
tiiem half way down, where (fee^ fee!) many 
kave ftopped themfelvesfroox falling further by 
catching hold of {qxxsa ftraggling virtue or ano- 
ther which decks the deep-down rock. Oh^ do 
not force their weak bands from their hold-— 
dietf laft, kft hold ! The defcent from crime 
to* crime is oatnirali perpendicular, headlong 
enough, of itfelf — do not increafe it. 
**Can women, then, no way but backward fall ?*' 

Shall I aflc your pandon £oc all thia, M. ? NO| 
there is no occafion, you fay. 

But to-4aorrow — for to-marrna led me out of 
my ftrait path, over this fearful precipice, where 
I, for my part, trcaabkd every ftep I took, left I 
Ihould topple dowa headJoag. Glad am I to be 
once moffc KOk plain ground again, with my M.j 

To-mevrow, about eleven, FU be with you-^ 
but, let me find you lA yoiiF ridiogdrc{a,atfdyour 
mare ready* I hiive laid a plan, to which neither 
honour a^r delkacy (and i always cooAik both 
before I propofe any thing to you) can make the 

leaft 
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Icaft objedlion. This once, truft to me— Ml 
explain all to-morrow. Pray be ready, in your* 
tiding^drefs ! Need I add, in that you know I 
think^ becomes you moft ? No-^Love would 
have whifpered that. 

Love ftall be of our party-^He fliall not fuf- 
fer the cold to approach you — he (hall fpread 
bis wings over your bofom— he fliall neille in 
your dear arms — he fliall 

When will to-morrow come ? What torturing 
dreams muft I not bear to-night I 

I fend you fome lines which I picked up fomc» 
where — I forget where. But I don't think them 
much amifs. 

CELIA's PICTURE. 

To paint my Celia, Td devifc 

Two fummer funs, in place of eyes ; 
•Two lunar orbs fliould then be laid 

Upon the bofom of the maid \ 
- Bright Berenice's auburn hair 

Should, where it ought, adorn my fair } 
'Nay all the figns in heaven fliould prpvc 

But tokens of my wondrous love. 

'All, did I fay ? Yes, all, favc one 

Her yielding waift fliould want a 2k>ne.. 

LET- 
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LETTER V^ 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, 8 Dec. 1775, 

Then I relcafe ny dcareft foul from her 
promife about to-day. If you do hot fee that 
all which be can claim by gratitude, I doubly 
claim by love; I have done, and will for ever 
have done. I would purchafc my happinefs at 
any price but at the expence of your^s. 

Look over my letters, think over my condufi:^ 
confult your own heart, and read thefe two long 
letters' of your writing, which I return you. 
Then, tell me whether we love or not, And— p- 
if we love (a$ witncfs both our hearts)— (hall 
gratitude, ecl4 gratitude, bear away the heavenly 
prize that's only due to love like onrs? Shall 
my right be acknowledged, and muft he poflefs 
the cafket ? Shall I have your foul, and ihall he 
have your hand, your eyes, your bofom, your 
lips, your-i- 

Gracious God of Love ! I can naither write# 
nor think. Send one line, half a line, to 

your own, own 

H- 

L E T^ 
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X- E T T I R VI. 

To M. If . 

H. xo Dec. 75^ 
Tour two letters of the day before yeftcrday, 
and what you faid to mcyefterdayin mydrcffing- 
room, have dvove me m^td. To oflfer to fell 0ut, 
and take the other ftep to get money for tt$ both^ 
was not kind* You know how fuch tienderneOi 
diftra£l;s me. As to marrying sne, that you 
(hould not do upon any account. Shall the man 
I value be pointed at and booted for felling himr 
felf to a Lord, for a coonmiffion, or feme fuch 
thingi to marry his caft miftrefs ? My foul h 
above my fituation. — Befidcs, I will not take ad- 
vantage, Mr. H., of what may be only perhaps 
(excufe me) a youthful pai&on. Afteramore inti- 
mate acquaintance with me of a week or ten days, 
your opinion of me might very much change. 
And yet — youm^lo^c me as finccrcly as I-~ 

But I will tranfcribe you a fong which I don't 
believe you ever heard me fipg, thoii^h it's my fa- 
vourite. It is faid to be an old Scots ballad 
nor is it generally known that Lady A. L. 
wrote it. Since we have underftood each other, 
I have never fung it before you, becaufe it is fo 
dcforiptive of our fituation— how much more 
fo fince your cruelly kind propofal of yeftcrday ! 
I wept, like an infant^ over it this morning. 

AULD 
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AULD ROBIN GRAY. 



The flieep were in the fold, and the cowi were all at homci 
Aad all the weary world to reft was gonCf 
When the woes of vaj heart brought the tear in mine e'e^ 
While my good man lay found by me. 

Young Jamie loVd me well, and he fought me for lui bride^ 
He had but a crown, he had no more beildes 
To make the crown a pound, young Jamie went to fea. 
And the crown, and the pound, chey were both for me* 

He had na been gone but a year and a day. 
When my father brokehis arm, and our cow was Hole away ; 
When my mother (he fell fick, and my Jamie at the fea, 
}Lid auld RobJA Gray came wooing to i^e. 

My father could na work, and my mother could na f pin, 
I toiled night and day, but their bread I could na win ; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them both, and^ with tf ars in his e'ej 
Said, *' Jenny, for their fakes, oh 1 marry me." 

My heart it faid no, and I wiih'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind it blew fore, and liis (hip it prov'd a wreck ; 
His'fhip prov'd a wreck : ah ! why did not Jenny dee } 
^hy was Ihe left to cry— *< Ah, Woe is me 1 " 

My father argu'd fore; though my mother did na ^eak; 
She look'd in my face till my heart was iifc to break ; 
So auld Robin got my hand — ^but my heart was in the fea, 
And now Robin Gray is goodman to mc« 

C thad 



I had na been a wife but of weeks only (owr. 
When fitting right moturnftilly out at my door^ 
I faw my Jamie's ghoft, for I could na think 'twas he. 
Till he faid, *< Jenny, I*ra coirie home to marry thee." 

Sore did we weep, and little did we fay, 
We took but one kifs — and we tore ourfelves away; 
I wifh I was dead, but I ahi not like to dee, . 
And, oh! I am young to cry — " Ah, woe is me !" 

I gang Kke a f^oft, and I do not care to fpin, 

I fain would think on Jamie, but that would be a fin; 

I nfud e'en do my bed a good wife to be. 

For auld Robin Gray has been kind to me. ' 

My poor eyes tjriB only fuffer me to add, for 
God*8 fake, let me fee my JamU to-morrow. 
Your name alfo is Jamie. 



LETTER VIL 
To Mifs — — . 

Itiintlngdoii, 
I3l)ec. 75. 
My- life and foul! 

Bu T I will never more ufe any preface of this 
fort — ^and Ilieg you will not. A correfpondencc 
begins with dear, then my dear, deareft, my 
deareft, and fo on, 'till, at laft^ panting lan- 
guage toils after us in vain* 

No 
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No lajtiguage can explain my.feeliags. Qh 
M. yefterday, yefterday ! Language, thou iicft--f 
there is no fuch word as fatiety^ pofitively n6 

fuch word. ^Oh, thou beyond my warmeft 

dreams bewitching ! >vhat charms.! what— 

Butwords would poorly p^intourjoys. When^ 
'^rhen ?— yet you (ball order, go v.crn every thing. ' 
Only remember, Izrafureoi thofc we truft. 

Arc you iK)w convinced tbajt.Heaven made us 
for each other ? By that Heaven, by the para.- 
4ife of your deaf a/'ms, I will be oi|ly yqyjs ! 

Have I written fenfe ? I kuo^ not "^hat 1 
w/ite. This fcrap o{ paper ('tis alJ I,ca^ find), 
^ill hQl4.a IJQe OJ? t\jr,o more. I muft; fill«it upi 
tp fay that, whatever, evik envious, fate defigu 
me, after thofe few hours of yeftcrday, I never- 
will complain nor murmur* 

Misfortune, I defy thee novjr. — ]\I, loves me, 
and H/s^foul has^ itstcontent moftabfolute^ Na 
qtber joy like, tjii^ fucgeeds in uuknovtfn ht^* 

LETTER Villi. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, 
24 Dec. 1775. 

Talk not tome of the new year. I am a new 

man. I'll be fworn to it I am not the fame iden- 

C z tical 
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tictl J. H. that I was three months ago. You 
have created me— yes, I know what I fay- 
created me anew. 

As to thanking you for the bllft I tafte with 
you — to attempt it would be idle. What thanks 
can exprefs the heaven of heavens — 

But I will obey you in not giving fuch a loofe 
to my pen as I gave the day before ycfterday. 
TThat letter, and the verfes it contained, which 
were certainly too highly coloured, pray com- 
mit to the flames. Yet, pray too, as I begged 
you yefterday, do not imagine I thought lefs 
chaftelyofyou becaufe I wrote them. By Hea- 
ven, I believe your mind as chafte as the fnow 
which, while I write, is driving againft my 
window. You know not what I think of you. 
One time perhaps you may. 

The lines I repeated to you this morning, I 
fend you. Upon my honour they are not mine. 
I think of them quite as you do. Surely an 
additional merit in them is, that to the unini- 
tiated, in whom they might perhaps raife im- 
proper ideas, th^ey arc totally unintelligibU. 
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THE BIRTH OF THE. ROSE*. 

WHEN Venus, (fo her poet fung) 
Firft from the bed of Ocean fprung, 
All dropping wet, all glowing fjur ; 
Diftilling fwects her amber hair ; 
As coral red her pulpy lips ; 
Full as the fwelling furge her hips ; 
As full her boibm, heaving flrong, 
Like wave propelling wave along ; 
Thick fet her teeth in even rows. 
White as the foam from which Ihe rofe — 
Thus breathing fweets, with untried charms^ 
Mars fciz'd her in his ardent arms, 
And, ftretch'd beneath the verdant gloom, 
Comprels'd her virgin, yielding bloom. 
Trickling from Love's delicious wound. 
Some fanguine drops bedew'd the ground ; 
And, where the living crimfon fprcads, 
Young peeping rofes rear their heads. 
Their blufhes thence — but the foft gale, 
The dews ambrofial they exhale. 
Their fweets, her plaintive fighs beflow, 
As deep flie feels the potent foe. 
While ftill the thorns and fweets declare 
How mixt her pains and tranfports were, 

* The followers of the falacious Mohammed are 
ia^d to believe that the firft rofe fprnng out of a drop 
of his fwcat. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

TO THE FOURTH EDITION. 

Many purchafers of the firft and fccond editions 
fuggefted through the Publi/her to the Editor that 
" The Birth of the Rofe," which originally occupied 
this page, however beautiful in itfel/, and however 

natural for Mr, H. to cummunicate to Mifs , 

was written with too free a pen for the perufal of thofc 
who might otherwife derive ideas of morality, and 
even of religion, from thefe letters. The Editor's only 
wi(h, in the publication of thefe Letters, was to ferve 
religion and morality. At the firfl hint, he determined 
to take the liberty (the only one he has taken) with 
Mr. H's. Letters, of omitting the poem in queftlon. 
It did not appear in the third edition. Were It poflible 
that a fyllable which remains could give offence, it 
ihould remain no longer ; for not only the Editor, but 
his unfortunate friend H. would heartily fay with Pope, 
and as well of profe as of verfe, 

Curft be the verfe, how well foe'er it flow. 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe ; 
Give virtue fcandal, innocence a fear, 
Or from the foft-ey'd virgin IJeal a tear ! 
The Publifhers, however, of this volume, in order 
to accommodate every clafs of readers, have printed 
** The Birth of the Rofe" upon a feparate, but uni- 
form page. " Love and Madnefs" may be had either 
with or without it. , 

C 3 - LET- 
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L E T T E R IX. 

To Mr. . - 

H. Chriilraas-day, 75. 
My old friend the Corporal looked as if he had 
been tarred and feathered yefterday, when he ar- 
rived with your dear billet. Omiah t6ok up the 
fugar-cafter, when he faw him through the par- 
lour window, and powdered a frefli flice of pud- 
ding, by way of painting the fnowy corporal. 
Omiah^s fimplicity is certainly very diverting, 
but I fhould like him better, and take more 
pains with him, if I did not think he fufpefted 
fomcthing. The other day I am fure he came 
to fpy the nakednefs of the land. Thank Hea- 
ven, our caution prevented him. 

But, why do I call your billet dear^ when it 
contained fuch Poetry ? Yet, to confefs the 
truth, it ^/W charm me. And I know not, whe- 
ther, as you fay, thofe, to whom it could do any 
harm,couldpofribly underfland it. For uninitiated 
means, I believe, not yet admitted into the myf- 
teries — thofa who have not yet taken the veil; 
or, / fhould rather fay, thofe who have not yet 
thrown off the veil. Why was I not permitted 

by 
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hj my deftiny to keep on tmncj till my H. my 
Marsfeiz^d me in bis^ ardent arms ? How gladly 
to bis arms would I have given up my very foul \ 

Cruel fortune, that it can't he fe to-day ! But 
wc forgot, when we fixed on to-day, that it 
would be Chriftraas-day. I muft do penance at 
a moft unpkafant dinner, as indeed is every 
meal and every fccne when you are abfent— 
and that, without the confolation of having 
firft enjoyed youf company. To-morrow, how* 
ever, at the ufual time and place* ^ 

Your difcontinuing your vifits here, fince the 
firft day of our happinefs, gratifies the delicacy 
of us both. Yet, may it not, my H., raife fufpi- 
cions elfewhcre ? Your iagreeable qualities were 
too confpicuous not to make you mified. Yet^^ 
jQu are the heft judge. 

My poor, innocent, helpleft babes F Were it 
not on your account, your mother would not a^ 
the part ihe does- — ^What is Mrs. Yates's fuf- 
taining a charaftcr well for. one evening ? Is it 
fo trying as to phy a part, and a bafe one too^ 
morning, noon, and night? — Night I But I 
will not make my H. uneafy. 

At leaft, allow that I have written you a long 
{crawl. Behold, I have fent you a tolerable good 
£ujbilkute for myfelf.. It is reckoned very like. I 

need. 



need BOt beg you not to fliow it. Only roinenw 
bcr^ the painter's M*. is. not to rob your own M» 
of a certain quantity of things called and knowii 
Vy the name of kiflesy which I humbly conceive 
to be her duc> though (he has been difappoin* 
ted of them to-day. 

So, having nothing further to add at prefent^ 
and the pofl: being jufl: going out^ I remaini. 
with a)l truths Dear Sir, 

Your moft humble fervant^ 
M. 

There's a pretty conclufion for you. Am I not 
ai good girl ? I (hall become a moft elegant cor- 
refpondcnt in time, I fee. This paragraph is the 
poftfcript, you know— and Ihould therefore have 
been introduced by a well flourifhed P. S. the 
Sir Clement Cottrel upon thefe occafions* 

LETTER X. 

To Mifs . 

28 Pec. 75. ' 

Your condefcenfion in removing my moft 
iroundkfs caufe of jealoufy ycfterday, was more- 
than I defcrvcd.. How I expofed myfelf by my 

wolencr 



▼lolence with you! But, I tell you, my paffions 
are all gunpowder. Though, thank God, no 
Othello, yet am I . 

" One not eafily jealous ; but, being wrought, 
^ Perplex'd in.th* extreme ;" 

And that God knows how I love you, worfhip 
you, idolize you. 

How could I think you particular 'tt> fuch a 
thing asB ? You faid you forgave me to-day, and 
I hope you did. Let me have it again from your 
own dear lips to-morrow, inftead of the next day. 
Every thing fhall be ready— and the guitar, which 
I wrote for, is come down, and TU bring the 
fong and you (hall ling it, and play it, and Til 
beg you to forgive me, and you ihall forgive 
me, and, — five hundred ands befides. 

Why, I would be jealous of this (heet of pa> 
per, if you kifTed it with too much rapture. 

What a fool ! — ^No, my M., rather fay — ^what 
a lover ! 

Many thanks for your pi£bure. It /V like. Ac- 
cept this proof that I have examined it. 

^Tis true, creative man, thine art can teach 
The living pifture every thing but fpeech !— 
True, thou haft drawn her, as (he is, all fair<-^ 
Divinely fair! her lips, her eyes, her hair I 

FuU 
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Full well I know the fmiU i^pou th^t hccr^. 
Full well I kjipw thofc features' every grace f . 
But what is this — my M.'s mortal part- 
There is a fufcje£t bijggars all thine art : 
Faint but her mind, by Hea?'nl a^d thou ihalt 

be, 
Shalt be my more than pagan deity.— ^ 
Nature uo^y poffibly have caft, of cl4^ 
Some other beauty in as f^r a mQuld-r-- 
But all in rain you'll fcarch the world to find 
Another bea^i^ty witl^ fa fair mind; 
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To the Same. 

HwxtingdoDy i Jaiv 17/^^ 

L^sT I ft wld not fee yovi this n^oming, I 
will fcribblQ thi^ before I mpun^ bon^ft Ctop i 
that I may leave it for you. 

This is a new year. May every day of it be 
happy t.o my M. May — but don't you know, 
there's not a wifh of blifs I do not wifli you ? 

A mw year — I like not this word. There may 

be. new lovers.— I lie — there may not. M. will 

never change her H. I am fure Oie'll never 

change him for a truer lover. 

A new 



Anew year— y6, Wliere fliall wc be in 77 ? 
Where in 78? Where in 79 ? Where in 80 ? 

In mifery or blifsjin life or death, in heaven or 
hcll— wherever you are, there may H. be alfo ! 

The foldier whom you defired me to beg ofF, 
returns thanks to his unknown benefaftrefs.— • 
Difcipline muft be kept up in our way; but 1 
am fure you will do me the juftice to believe I 
am no otherwife a friend to it* 

L E T T E R Xtl. 

To the Same* « 

Huotingdon, Pcb. S. 1775, 

Since the thaw fent me fi'om H. the day be- 
fore yefterday, I have written four times to you, 
and believe verily I (hall write four-and-forty 
times to you in the n^xt four days. The blifs 
I have etijdyed with you thefe three weeks 
lias incteafed, not dimihiflied, ttiy affedion* 
Three weeks and more in the fame houfe witTi 
tny M. !— *Twas rtito'rc than I deferred. Atid 
yet, to be- obliged to refigir you eve^y* ntght to 
^notKef !-*-By thefe eyes, by yo^r (till dcarrfr 
eyes, I don't think I flept three hours during 
the ^wliole fliree weeks. Yet, yet, *twas 
bfifel Hdw Itjrcky, that I ^^ras-prfelTcd to ftay it 

H. the 
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H. the night the fnow fet In ! Would It had 
fnowed till doomfday ! But, then, you mufl 
have been his every night till doomfday* Now, 
my happy time may come. 

Though I had not ftrength to refift when un* 
dcr the fame roof with you, ever fince we part- 
ed, the recolleftion that it was his roof hag 
made me mifcrablc. Whimfical, that he (hould 
bid you prefs me, when I at firft refufed his 
folicitation. — 13 H, guilty of a breach of hof- 
pitality ? , 

I muft not queftion — I muft not think, I muij 
not write. — But, we will meet as we fixed. 
, Does Robin Gray fufpcft ? — ^Sufpeft ! And 
is H. a fubje£); for fufpicion ? 

LETTER Xin. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, 16 Feb. i77<, 

Etery time I fee you I difcovcr fome new 

charm, fome new accomplifhment. Before Hea- 

ven, there was not a title of flattery in what I 

told you yefterday. Nothing can be flattery 

. which I fay of you> for no invention, no poetry, 

. no any thing can come up to what I/Ai«^ of you. 

One of our Kings faid of the citizens of hi* 
jgood city of London, tliat when he confidered 

their 
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their richts, he was in admiration at thei-r uhder- 
ftandings— when heconfidered their underftand- 
ings, he was in admiration at their riches. Juft fo 
do I with regard to your perfon and your mind-, 
but for a different fcafon. — Nature was in one of 
her extravagaht moods when ihe put you toge- 
, ther. She might have made two captivating wo- 
men cut of you — • — ^by my foul, half a dozen ! 
Your turn for mufic, and excellence in it, would 
W a fufficient ftock of charms for the moft difa- 
{reeabte woman tafet up with in life« Mufic has 
charms to do things moft incredible, mufic — 

Now fliall I, with the good- humoured, digref- 
fivc pen of our favourite Montaigne in his en- 
tertaining Effays, begin with love, and end 
with a treatife-upon the Gamut. 

Yet to talk of muiic, is to talk of you. M. and 
mufic arc the fame. What is mufic without you i 
And harmony has tuned your mind, your per- 
fon, your every look^ and word, and a^ion. 

Obfervc— when I write to you I never pretend 
to write fenfc. I have no head; you hav^ made 
me all heart, from, top to bdttom. Senfo— why> 
I am out of my fenfes, and have been thcfe fix 
weeks. Were it poffible myfcrawls to you couldL 
ever be read by any one but you, I fliould be 
D calledl 
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called a madman. I certainly am cither curd or 
bleft (I know not vrbicfa) with paflions wild aa 
the torrent's roar. Notwithftanding I take thit 
£mile from water, the element, oat of which I ao). 
formed, is fire- Swift had water ia his brain: I 
fcavc a burning coal of fire : your hand can light 
it up to rapture, rage, or madnefs. Men, real 
men, have never been wild enough for my admi- 
ration : it has wandered into the ideal world of 
fancy. Othello (but he fhould have put iim/elf 
to death in his wife's fight, not his wife), Za^iga^ 
are my heroes. Milk»and-water paSions are like 
Sentimental comedy. Give me (you fee, how, 
like your friend Montaigne, I ftrip rayfelf of my 
ikin, and ihew you all my veins and arteries^ 
even the playing of my hcart)^— ^-give jwr, I 
fay, .tragedy, affefting tragedy, in the world, 
as well as in the theatre.—- — I wo«dd maflapre 
all mankind fooner than lofc you.***—* 

> T his is mere madnefs j 

And thus, awhile, the fit will work on him 3 
Anon, as patrcotas the female dove 
When that her golden couplets arq difclofed, 
His filence will fit drooping; 

InconCflent being! While I am ranting thus 
about tragedy, and blood, an4 murder— behold,! 
am as weak as a woman. JVIy tears flow at but the 

idea 
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i<l«a of lofing you. Yes, they dori*t drop only^ 
they pour ; I fob, like a child. Is thisOthello, 
is this Zanga i We know not what we are, nor 
what we may become* 

This I know, that t am and erer will be^ 
your*s and only yo«r*«, 

I fendyouOffian. You will fee what a favourite 
he i« with me, by fome drawings, a»d pieces of 
(what your partiality wiU call) poetry, which ac 
eompany the bard of other times. Should you 
quit this world before me, which fate forbid, often 
ihsdl I hear your fplrlt (if I caabe w^ak enomgh to 
fiirme you}caH]iigme£pomtbck>W'*iailiiig cloud 
^ night — They abufe Macpherfim for caJliiq; 
Aiem tranflations* If he alone be the author of 
them, why does be not fay fo, and claim the prize 
©f fame ; I proteft / would. They who do not 
i^fufe their admiration to the compofitions, ftiil 
think thcmfclres juftified to abufe Macpherfon^ 
lor pretending n^/ to be the author of what they 
ftill admire* Is not this ftrange? 

As we could not meet this morning (how long 
muft our meetings depend on others, and not oa 
ourietves ?) I was determined, you fee, to have 
a long converfation with you« 

Pray feal, in future, with better wax, and more 

care* Something colder than one of my kiifet 

Da might 
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might have thawed the fcal of yeflcrday. But I 
will not talk of thawing. Had the froft and fnoMr 
continued, I had ftill been with you at H. 

The remainder of this (my fecond flicet of 
paper, obferve) fhall be filled with what I think 
a valuable curiofity. The officer, whom you faw 
with me on Sunday, is lately come from America, 
lie gave it me, and afTures me it is original. If 
will explain itfelf. Would I might be in you|f 
dear, little, enchanted drefling-room^ while you 
read it ! 

The Speech of a Shawanefe Chief ^to Lord Dunmore. 
.** I appeal to any white man to-day, if ever he 
entered -Logan's cabin hungry, and he gave him 
hot meat ; if he ever came cold or naked, and I 
gave him not clothing. During the laft long 
and bloody war, Logan remained idle, ignomini- 
ous, in his cabin, an advocate for peace. Such 
was my love of the Whites, that thofe of mine 
own country pointed at me as they pafled by, and 
faid, " Logan is the friend of white men." I 
had even thought to live with you. But the in- 
juries of one among you, did away that thought, 
and d ragged me from my cabin of peace. Colo-, 
nelCreflbp, the laft fpring, in cold blood, cut off* 
all the relations of Logan, fparing neither women 
norchildren. There runs not a drop of thcblood 

of 
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ef'Ebgah ih the veins of any human crcatare. 
This called on me for rcYenge* I have fought it; 
I have killed many. Rctenge has been fully 
glutted. 

** For my country — I rejoice at the beams of 
peace. But, harbour not the thought that mine 
is the joy of fear. Logan never felt fear. He 
will not turn his heel to fave his life. 

" Who is there to mourn for Logan ?— Not 



LETTER XIV, 
To the Same. 

Huntingdon, iz Feb. 1776. 
How filly we were, both of us, not to rccol- 
left your favourite Jenny ? and did not Jamie 
think of her either ? 

■"■ ; / * Though my mother did na fpeak^ 

She look'd in my fsLCc, till my heart was fit to break." 

Was not this cxaftly the inftance we wanted ? 

Something more has occurred to me on the 
farne fub|e£li Rather than not write to you, or 
than write to you as dt/cnptiyefy 2$ recpljcflioa 
fometimes tempts mcj I know jpu would have 
«n^.writCijiQnfcn&. . . .... 

D 3 l^ 
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In Hcr7cy*s " Meditations'^ arc two paflagitf 
as fine as they are fimple and natural. 

" A beam or two finds its way through the 
" grates, and reflefts a feeble glimmer from the 
** nails of the coffins," — '* Should the haggard 
" llceleton lift a clattering hand—." In the lat- 
ter, I know not whether the epithet haggard 
might not be fpared. 

• Governor Holwell, in the account of the fuf- 
fcrings at the black hole at Calcutta, when be 
fpeaks of the length of time he fupported nature 
by catching the drops, occafioned by the heat, 
which fell from his head and face, adds thefe 
words — ** You cannot imagine how unhappy I 
was when any one of them efcaped my tongue!" 
What a fcene ! The happincfs, the exiftcnceof 
a fellow creature, dependent upon being able to 
catch a drop of his own fweat ! Shakcfpcarc's 
fancy could not have invented, nor ever did in- 
Tent, any thing* more fublime •, for this is nature, 
and nature itfelf is fublimity.— People write 
upon a particular fituation, they do not put 
themfelves in the fituation. Wc only fe6 the 
writer, fitting in his ftudy, and working up a 
ftory to amufe or to frighten •, not the identical 
Tom Jones, not Macbeth himfelf. 
. - Can you become the Yjpry being you dcfcribc ? 

Can 
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On fou look rouiuiy and inark only that wbicli 
ftrikesin your new charader, and forget all which 
ftruck in your own ? Can you bid your com* 
fortable ftudy, be the prifon of innocence or the 
houfe of mourning ? Can you transform your 
garret of indigence into the palace of pleafure ? 
If you cannot> you had better clean (hoes> than 
endeavour by writings to intereil the imagination-^ 
We cannot even bear to fee an author only peep- 
ing over the top of every page, to obferve how we 
like him. The player I would call a- corporal 
a£lor, the writer a mental aAor. Garrick would 
in vain have put his face and hie body in all the 
fituations of Lear,if Shakefpeare had not before 
put his mind in them all* In a thoufand in- 
ftances^ we have nothing to do but to copy na- 
ture, if we can only get her to fit our pencil. 
And yet— bow few of themofl; eminent ma&ers are 
happy enough ^p hit off her difficult faceexaflly | 

Every perfon of ta(le would ha?e been certain 
that Air. Holwell was one of the fuffercrs in the 
black hole, only from the (hort paffagel have 
noticed. 

Robinfon Crufoe now— what nature \ It af- 
fects us throughout, exadly in the way you 
mentioned. 

J3ut^ (kail I finiib my diflertajtion ? Come — ae 

writing 
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^mtiflg t6 yM gi?es me fo inttcfa ple«litr«, anj 
us i can't do any thing to yea but write this 
mornin g t know you*ll cxcufe mc. 

Did you ever hear to what Cruibe owed hi8 
eziftenee ? You remember Alexander Selkirk's 
firange fcqueft ration at Juan Fernandez. It it 
mentioned, I believe, in Walter's account of An* 
fon's Voyage. When Captain Woodet Rogers 
met with him and brought h.m to Lngiand, he 
employed the famous Daniel de Foe to revife his 
papers. That fertile genius improved upon his 
materials, and compofed the celebrated ilory of 
RobinfonCrufoe. The confequence was that (Sel- 
kirk, who foon after made his appearance in prinfy 
wasconfidered as a baftard of Crufoe,with which 
fpurious offspring the prefs too often teems. In 
De Foe, undoubtedly, this was not honeft. Had 
Selkirk given him his papers^ there could have 
been no harm in working them up his own way, 
I can eafily conceive a writer making his own ufe 
of a known fa£l, and fillingup the outlines \^hich 
have been (ketched by the bold and faafty hand oif 
fate. A moral may be added, byfuch means, to 
a particular incidents characters may be placed in 
th^ir juft and proper lights; mankind may be 
amufed, (and amufements fometiraes prevent 
Crimes) or^ if the ftory be criminal; mankind 

may 
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may be bettered, through the channel of their 
curiofity^ Butj I would not be dilhoneft, like 
De Foe ; nor would I pain the bread of a finglc 
individual connefted with the (lory. 

To explain what I mean by a criminal dor j,-^ 
FaldonI alid Terefa might have been' prevented 
from making profelytes, if they ever have made 
any, by working up their raoft affefting dory fo 
as to take off, the edge of the dangerous example. 
But not in the way Mr. }^erningham has done 
it J who tells usj not lefs intelligibly thaa 
pathetically, 

All-ruling love, the god of youth, poflcfs'd 
Entire dominion of Faldoni's bread : 
An equal flame did fympathy impart 
(A flame dedru£live) to Terefa's heart : 
As on one dem two opening flowers refpirCy 
So grew their life (entwin'd) on one dcfire. 

Are you not charmed? Perhaps you never fawthc. 
poem, I liave it here and wi41 bring it you as a cu- 
riofity: the melancholy tale willnot take upthreo 
words, though Mr. J. has bedowed upon it 335 
melancholy lines, Thecatadrophehappen'd near 
Lyons^ in the month of June, 1770. Two lover* 
(Faldoni and Tertfa Meunicr) meeting with aq 
invincible obdacleto their union, determined to 

put 
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f ut an end to their exiftence with plftols. The 
placcthcy chofeforthc execution of their terrible 
project was a chapel that Hood at a little diftanc« 
from the houfe. They even decorated the altar 
for the occafion. They paid a particular atten- 
tion to their own drefs. Tcrefa was dreffed in 
white, with rofe-coloured ribbands. The fame 
coloured ribbands were tied to the piftols. Each 
held the ribband that was fiaflencd to the other^t 
trigger, which they drew at a certain iignal. 
' Arria and Pectus (fay« Voltaire) fet the ^- 
ample,but then it muil be coniiderod they were 
condemned to death by a tyrant. Wbefeat 
love was the only inventor and perpetrator of 
this deed. 

Yet, while I talk of taking off the dangerous 
edge of their example, they have ahnoft lifted 
me under their bloody banners.— 

On looking over the fermon I have written^ 
I recolle£l a curious anecdote of Selkirk. 

(By the bye, Wilkes, I fuppofe, would fay, 
that none but a Scotchman could have lived fo 
many years upon a defert ifland.) 

He tamed a great number of kids for fociety, 
and with them and the numerous ofispring of 
twoor three cats that had been left with him, he 
ufcd often to dance.— From all whicli niy infe- 
rence 
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fence U tkis-^M, will not furely deprive I^felf 
ef H's {odcty ; but will Ut him find ber ther^ 
to-morrow. EfpeciaUy^ fince^ in Mr. J.'s ^^ 
friffive language, 

As on one ftem two opening flowers refpire. 
So grow our lives (cntwin*d) on one dcBre, 

L E T T E R; XV. 

To J^r. : . 

H. 23 Feb. 76^ 
Where was you this morning, my life ? I 
{hould have been fro^ to death f believe with 
the cold, if I had not been waiting for you, I am 
uneafy, very uneafy. What could prevent you ? 
Tojur own appointment ]toQ. Why not write, if 
you could not come ?-^ — -Tlj^eni I tad a drcani^ 
lad night, a fad dream, my H> 

' * * For thee I fear, toy love j 

** Such ghaftly dreams laft night furpiijted my foul.^ 

Tou may reply, perhaps, with my favourite 
Iphis, 

** Heed ait thefe black ilMcms of the mght, : 
•* The mockiugs of ^up^^uiet ftunfAers." 

Alas, I cannot he% it. I am a w^ak wo^ 
many iiot a foldier.- 

I thought 



C 3« J. 

I thought you had a duel with a pcrfon whom 
we have agreed never to mention. I thought 
you killed each other'. I not only faw his fword, 
J heard it pafs through my H/s body. I faw. 
you both die } and with you, love and grati- 
tude. Who is there, thought I, to mourn for 

M. ? Not one ! 

You may call. me fooHfli ; but I am uneafy, 
miferable, wretched ! Indeed, indeed I am. For 
God's fake, let me tear from you. 

, t'EiT J jE R zyi.' 

. . ' ■ * ; . . * * 
* To the Same. 

' .'. " '*""! ■ ■ - ^ * • ■ 'H, 24. Feb. 7«. 

That buGnefs, -as I told you it would, laft 
tiight,' obliges Him to go to town. I am to fol- 
low, for the wimcr. Now, rriy -H.' for the royal 
black bob and jt^he bit of chalk •, or for any bet- 
ter fchemje you'll plan. Let me know, to-mor- 
row, where you think Lady G.'s fcheme will be 
moll pradlicable oh the road,- and there I'll take 
care to flop. I take my bible oath I. won't de- 
ceive you, and more welcome (hall you be to my 
longing arms, than all the dukes or princes in 
Chriftendom. If I am not happy for onp whole 
night in my life, it will now be yoUr &ult., . 

Is 
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Is not this kind and thoughtful? Whj did it 
never occur to you, fo often as we have talked 
of my being obliged to lyave this dear place ? 
To me moft dearj fince j[t had been the fcene of 
my acquaintance, my happinefs yith ^. 

But^ am I to leave behind me that deareft H. ? 
Surely your recruiting bufinefs muft be nearly 
tover now. You mujl go to town. Though things 
can't often be contrived at the A, they may--* 
they may ? — t\itjjhall happen clfewhcrc. 

Fail not to-morrow — and do not laugh at mc 
any more about my dream. If it was a proof 
of niy wcaknefs, it was a proof alfo of my love 

I wiih the day on which I am to fct out from 
hence could be conjured about a month further 
back or fo. Now, youaffc why? Look in your 
laft year*s almanack. Was not the Jhorteft day 
fome where about that time ? Come give me a 
kifs for that, I am fure I deferve it. — Oh ! fye 
Mr. H., not twenty. You are too generous in 
your payments. I muft infift upon returning 
you the overplus the next time we meet-^that 
is to-morrow, you know. 



LET. 
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L£ TT ER XVH. 

To Mife - — . 

Huntingdon, t6 Feb. 177^, 

Why will not the wiflied-for day, or rather 
iiight> arrive ? And here, I have not feen you 
£n^c I know not when — not for two whole days. 

But. I wrote you a long letter yefterday why 
it. wo^ld be dangerous to meet ; and all in 
>hyme. The b^inning, I affure you, was not 
|K>etry, but truth— —If the conclufion was co- 
ioured too highly, you muft excufe it. The 
|>encil of lovie executed it, and the fly rogue will 
indiilge himfetf' fometimes. Let the time comfi^ 
I'll convince you his pencil did not much exag- 
jgeraie. 

Juft now I was thinking of your birtb^day^ 
about which I alked you the other day. It'$ 
droll that your's and mine (hould be fo near 
together. And thus I obferve thereon. 

Your poets, cunning rogues, pretend 

That men are made of clay ; 
And that the heavenly potters make 

Some five or fix a day. 

No 
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Ko wonder^ M. I and you 
Don't quite det^ft each other i 

Or that my foul is link'd to your's. 
As if it were it's brother : 

For in one year we both were made, 

Nay aim oft in one day 

So, ten to one, we both came from 

One common heap of clay. - 

What ? if I were not caft in near 

So fine a mould aa you-^ 
My he;irt (or rather, M. youths) 

la tender, fond, and true. 

i 

Corporal Trim fets ofE to-day for our hcji4 
quarterjr My plar^ is laid fo, that no difcovery- 
can t;^ke place. Gods, that two fuch fouls, af 
your's and mlne^ fliould be obliged to deffend 
to arts and plans l Were it not fpr your ,dear 
fake, I'd fcorn to do any thing I would not wiflj 
difcovered, 

LETTER XVIII. . 
To Mr.. . 

H. 21 Feb. 1776* 

. All your plans are ufelefs. The Corporal has 

made his forced march to no purpofe. The fates 

£ 2 are 
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are unkind. It is determined I am to goMppoJf. 
So, we cannot poffibly be happy together, as wc 
hoped to have been had our own horfes drawn me 
up, inwhichcafelmufthfivefleptupontheroad. 
I am not clear old Robin Gray will not. (lay and 
attend me. Why cannot my Jamie ? Cruel 
fortune ! But in town we will be happy. When, 
again, (hall I enjoy your dear fociety ; as I did 
during that, to me at lead, blefled fnow ? No- 
thing but my dear children could prevent our 
going with Cook to feek for happinefs in world^t 
unknown. There muft be fome corner of the 
globe where mutual aiFeftion is refpe£ted. 

Don't forget to meet me. Scratch o\xt forget. 
1 know how much you think of me. Too much 
for your peace, nay for your health. Indeed my 
H. you don't look well. Pray be careful ! 

'* Whatever wounds thy tender health, 

" Will kill thy M.'s too.'* 
Omiah is in good humour with me again.-— 
What kind of animal ihould a naturalift ex- 
pe£l from a native of Otaheite and a Hunting- 
donihire dairy maid ? If my eyes don't deceive 
tne, Mr. Omiah will give us a fpecimen. — Will 
you bring me fome book to-morrowto divert me, 
as I poft it to town— that I may forget, if it be 
poffible, I am polling from you ? 

LE T. 
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LETTER XIX. 

To Mlfs , 

Hockerill, i. March, iji^i 
It is your ftrid injunftion that I do iiptoSen4 
you hj fuiFering my pea to fpeak of laft night. 
I will }iot» my M. nor fbouid I, had ycru not in* 
joined it* You once faid a nearer acquaionmcc 
would make me change my opiniea of you; It 
haS; I have changed my opinion. The more I 
know youy the trtor^ chaftely I think of yc>u. 
Notwithftandiag laft night (what anigkt!)| and 
our firft too, I proteft to God, I think of you 
with as much purity, as if we were gotng to be 
married — r-— You take my meaning, J am fure )« 
1»ccaufe they are the thoughts I know yo\i wifli^ 
me to entertain of you. 

- You got to town fafc, I hope. 0«/ letter 
may -find me before I fliall he able to leave Hulsi- 
tingdon* whither I return to*day ; or,, at leaft, 
to Cambridge, I am a fool about Crop, you: 
know. And I am now more tender of him,, 
becaufe he has carried you, — How little did we 
think that morning we fliould ever make each' 
other fo happy ! 

Don't forget to write, and don't forget the 
E 3 - ^Y»^ 
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key, againfl: I come to town. As far as feeing 
you, I will ufe it fometimes ; but never for aa 
opportunity to indulge our paillon. That, 
pofitively, fliall never again happen under his 
tpoi. How did we applaud each other for not 
^uiFering his walls at H. to be infulted with tbc 
firft fccnc of it ! And how happy were we both, 
after we waked from our dream of blifs, to think 
bftW^often we had aited otherwifc, during th© 
time the fnow ihut me up at H. I a fnow as dear 
to .me, as to yourfelf. 

My mind is torn, rent, with ten thoufand 
thoughts and refolutions about you, and about 
myfelf. 

When we meet, which fliall be as we fixed, I 
may perhaps mention one idea to you. 

Pray let us contrive to be together fome even- 
ing that your favourite Jephtha is performed. 

Inclofed is a fong, which came into my hands 
by an accident fince we parted. Neither the 
words nor the mufic,I take it, will difpleafe you. 



Adleu^ 



SONG. 
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SONG. 

When your beauty appears 
In its graces and airs^ 
AH bright as an angel new dropp'd from th^ 

ftyj 

At diftasce I gaze, and am awed by my fears^ 
So ftrangely you dazzle my eye ! 

But when, without art, 
Your kind thoughts you impart. 
When love runs in bluflies thro' every vein ; 
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants 
in your heart. 
Then I know you're a woman again. 

*' There's a pafTion and pride 

*^ In our fex," (he replied, 
** And thus, might I gratify both, I would do ; 

** As an angel appear to each lover befide, 
** But ftiU be a woman to you." 



t 

'^ LET. 
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LETTER XX. 

To the Same. 

Cannon C6ffee-houfe, Charmg-crofs,- 
17 March, 76. 
No further than this can I get from you, be- 
fore I affure you that every word I faid juft now 
came from the bottom of my heart. I never 
fhall be happy, never fhall be in my fenfes, till 
you confent to marry me. And notwithftanding 
the dear night at Hockerill, and the other which^ 
your ingenuity procured me laft week in D. 
ftreet, I fwear by the blifs of biiffes, I never wilt 
taftc it again till ypu are my wife. 

LETTER XXL 
To the Same. 

Cannon CofFce-houfc, 
17 March, 76. 

Though you can hardly have read my laft 
fcrawl, I muft pefter you with anothex. I had 
ordered fome dinner ; but I can neither eat, nor 
do any thing elfe. " Mad!" — I may be mad, 
for what I know. I am fure I'm wretched. 

For God's fake, for my life and foul's fake, if 
you love me, write diredly hither, or at Icaft 

to- 
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to-night to ftiy lodgings, and fay what is that /V- 
fuperabli reafon on which you dwelt fo much. 
** Torture fliall not force you to marry me." Did 
you not fay fo? Then you hate me ; and what 
i» life worth ? 

Suppofe you had not the dear inducement of 
loying me (V/*you love me ! Damnation blot out 
that // /), and being adored by me— -ftill, do you 
not wifli to relieve yourfelf and me from the 
damned parts we aft ? My foul was not formed 
for fuch meannefles. To ftcal in at a back door, 
to deceive, to plot, to lie— Perdition! the thought 
of it makes me defpife myfelf. 

Your children— ^Lord S. — (If we have not 
been afliamed of our conduft, why have we 
cheated confcience all along by "He" and "His," 
and ** Old Robin Gray?" Oh, how have we de- 
fcended, M. !) Lord S. I fay, cannot but provide 
for your dear boys. As to your fweet little girl— 
I will be a father to her, as Ixrcll as a huiband to 
you. Every farthing I have I will fettle on you 
fcoth. I will — God knows, and you (hall find 
what I will do for you both, wh^n I am able. 
Good God, what would I not do ! 

Write, write ; I fay, write. By the living 
God I will have this infuperable reafon from you> 
or I will not believe you love me. 

LET^ 
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LETTER XXir. 

To Mr. H 

A. 17 March, 76V 
Akd docs myH. think I wanted fuch a letter 
SM this to finiih my affliflion ? Oh, my dear Ja*^ 
mie, you know not how you diftrefs me. 

And do you imagine I have w///«/7^/y fubmitted 
to the artifices to which I have been obliged, for 
your fake, to defccnd ? What hag been your part, 
Jrom the beginning of the piece, to miMe F I war 
obliged to a£l a part even to y^u. It waa my bu*' 
Cncfs not to let you fee how unhappy the arti- 
licesj to which I have fubmitted, made me, 
And that they ^id embitter even our happidt 
moments. 

But fate ftands between us* We are doomed 
to be wretched* A»d I, every now and thcHi 
think fome terrible cataftrophe will come of our 
connexion. ** Some dire event," as Storge pron- 
phetically fays in Jephtha, " hangs o'er our 
heads •, — ^ 

*^ Some wofuT fong we have to fing 

** In mifery extreme --0 never, never 

** Was my foreboding mind diftrefs'd before . 

♦' With fuclx inceflaat pangs V* 

Oh, 
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Oh, that it were no crime to quit this world 
like Faldoni and Terefa ! and that we might be 
•iappy together in fome other world, where gold 
and filler are unknown ! By your hand I could 
;!Cvcn di€ with pleafure. I know I could. 

•* Infuperable reafon.^ *'Yes, my H., there 13^ 
and you force it from me. Yet, better to tell 
you, than to have you doubt my love; that love 
"which is now my religion. I have hardly any 
God but you. I almoft offer up my prayers ig 
you, as well as^r you. 

Know then, if you was to marry me, you 
would marry fome hundred pounds worth of 
ilebts! and that you never ihall do« 

Do you remember a folenui oath you took io 
one of your letters, when I was down at H. ? 
and how you told me afterwards it muji be fo, 
becaufe you had fo folemnly fworn it? 

In the fame folcmn and dreadful words I fwear 
that I ncyerwill marry you, happy as it would 
make nic, while I owe a (hilling in the worlds 
Jcpbtha's vow is pad. 

What your letter fays about my poor children 
made me w.e^p; but it (hall not make me<:haugc 
my refolution. 

It is a further rcafon why I (liould not.—" If I 
** do iK)t marry you, I do not love you !" Gra- 
cious 
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CIOT13 powers of love ! Does my H. fay fd ? My 
not marrying you is the fti-ongeft proof lean give 
you of my love. And Heaven, you know, has 
heard my vow. Do you refpeft it, and never 
tempt me to break it— for not even you will ever 
fuccced. — Till I have fome better portion than 
debts, I never will be your's. 

Then what is to be done ? you afk. Why, 1*11 
tell you, H. Your determination to drop all 
particular intercourfc till marriage has made us 
one, flatters me more than I can tell you, becaufc 
It flicws me your opinion of me in the ftrongeft 
light ; It almoft rcftores me to my own good opi- 
nion. 'The' copy of verfes you brought me on 
that fubjeft, is fuperior to any thing I ever read. 
They (hall be thy M.'s morning prayer, and her 
'evening fong. While you are in Ireland — ?— 

Yes, my love, in Ireland. Be ruled by me. 
You (hall immediately join your regiment there. 
You know it is your duty. In the mean time, 
■fomcthing may happen. Heaven will not defert 
two faithful hearts that love likeyour'sand mine. 
There are joys; there is happinefs in ftore for us 
yet. I feel there is. And (as 1 faid juft now) 
while you are in Irelandy I'll write to you eve^'y 
pod, twice by one poft, and Til think of you, and 
ril dream of you, and Fll kifs your pi£lure, and 

ril 



t 49' 1 

Til wipe my eyes> and Fll kifs It again» and then ^ 
ril weep again. And— 

Can I giire a ftronger hiftance of my regard 
for^you, or a ftronger proof that you ought to 
take niy adyicc^. than my thus begging my only 
joj to leaTe me ? j willnot fwear I {hall furvive 
itj buj:, I befeech you, go ! . , , , . .., 

^Fool that I amf-r — I i\i?do with.onc ha^d, a^ll-, 
I dp ,with thq o.^hj^J'.* Mj! .te^rs^ which drop be* ,. 
twc;cn cy^ry wor4 I write, prevent the cffe£l of 
my K^zfonit^g ; which, I am fure^iis juft^ ,, 

Jk a.m^n, I fay — ^^you are an angel, Join yomc.t 
regimcpiH.and,,,at furea§.l love. you (nothing 
cap bcvwrf .f4j^); l will recfi^jLyQU, . frqm what ^ 
will,be.banjfl)n^p^ as ^muc^ to /]2ie.^&,to ypu»,. 
the fiijtjip^omqpt J^ can noiarry jq^ with honour 
to myfelf, ^nd happit^fji^to you^ 

But, I muft not write thus* 

." ' i '. • 
Adieu ! 

ni jfujts,)ttic voice of love, whei^gjpry cal|$j- 
And bids thee follow Jephtha to the field. 



LET- 
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LETTER XXIII. 

To Mifs . 

Cannon CofTce-hoiife, 
17 March, 1776. 
Akd I will refpeft the vow of Jephtha, and I 
will follow to the field. At lead, I will think 
of it all to-night, for I am furc I fhallnot flcep, 
aftd will let you know the fucccfs of my ftruggle, 
for a ftruggle it will he to-morrow. I will wait 
for you at the fame place in the Park, where I 
ftiall fee you open the A. door. Should it rain — . 
rH write. It was my intention to have en- 
deavoured to fee . you now, but I changed- my 
mind> and wrote this, here; and I am glad I* 
did. We are not in a condition to fee each 
other. Cruel debts ! Rather, cruel vow ! for, 
would you but have let me, I would have con- 
trived fome fcheme about your debts. I could 
form a plan. My Gofport matters — my com- 

miflion 

Alas, you frown, and I muft ftop, Why would 
not fortune fmile upon my two lottery tickets ? 
Heaven knows I bought them on your account* 
Upon the back of one of them I wrote, in cafe 
of my fudden death, " this is the. property of 

Mifs — ." 
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Mif8~.'* On the back of the other, that it 
belonged to your daughter. 

For what am I ftill referved ? 

LETTER XXIV. 

To Mr ■-. 

A. 19 M..rcli| 1776. 

Why, why do you write to me fo often ? 
Why do you fee me fo often ? When you .ac- 
knowledge the ncccflity of complying with my 
advice. 

You tell me, if I bid you, you'll go. I have 
bid you, begged you to go.— I do bid you go. 
Go, I conjure you, go ! But let us not have any 
more partings. The laft was too,toomuch. I did 
not recover myfelf all day. And your goodnefs 
to my little white-headed boy — He made me 
burft into tears this morning, by talking of the , 
good-natured gentleman, and producing your 
prefent. 

Either ftay, and let our affedlion difcover and 
ruin us — or go. 

On the bended knees of love I intrcat you, 
H., my deareft H. to go. 

F2 LET- 



I 52 3 

LETTER XXV, 
To Mift . 

Ireland, xi March, lyyS, 
Ireland-— England — Qood Heavens^ that 
M. fliould be in one pari of the world, and her 
Ht.in another ! Wilhnot 6ur deftinies fuffcr us 
to breathe the fame air ? Mine will not, I mod 
firmly believe, let me reft, till they have huated 
ine to death. '* ' '' ' ^ 

Will you not give me your approbation for 
obiying you ihus ? Approbation f And is that 
the coin to pafs between us ? 
" Ycti I will obey you further. I will reftrain 
my^pen'as muchaspouble. ' I willTcratch tlic 
lArord love out of my'diQionary. "^I will forget— 
ITife-^I never V<7«, nor ever will fol-get you, bi: 
any thinjg which telorigs to you. Butt will, as 
yoii wifelyadvifc,andlcindly dcfire me, as much 
as poflible, write on other fubjefts. Every thing 
entertaining, tbat I can procure, I will. I'll 
Twiffify^ and write Tours — or any thing but 
love-letters. This" morning, pardoh me : I am 
unable. to trifle; I mujl be allowed to talk of 
love, of M. 
And, when I am able, you muft allow me to put 

in 
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in a word or two fomctimes for myfelf. To-day, 
however, I will not m^kcyou unhappy by telling 
you how truly fo / am. 

The truth is-~my heart h full ; and thought 
I thought, when I took up my pen, I could have 
filled a quire of paper with it, I now have not a 
word to fay. Were I fitting by ypur fide now 
(oh that I were !) I fliould only have power tp 
recline my cheek upon your flioulder, and to 
wet your handkerchief with my tears. 

My own fafety, but for your fake, is the laft of 
my confiderations» Our paflage was rather boif- 
terous, but not dangerous. Mrs. F. (whom I 
mentioned to you, I beh*eve, iii the letter I wrote 
juft before we embarked) has enabled me ta 
make you laugh with an account of her beha-^ 
viourj were either of us in a humour to laughs 

Why did you cheat me fo about that box ? 

Had I known I fliould find, upon opening it, 
that the things were for me, I would never have 
brought it. But that you knew. Was it kind^ 
my M. to give me fo many ^iaiiy. memorandums 
of you, when I was to be at fuch a diftance from 
you ? Oh, yes, it was, it was, mo^ kind. And 
that, and you, and all your thoufand and ten 
thoufand kindnefles I never will forget. The 
purfe (hall be my conftant companion, the fliiVts 
•F 3 rii 
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rU wear by night, one of the handkerchiefs I was 
obliged to ufe in* drying my eyes as fo'ori as I 
opened the bbx, thtf"—^—*' ■ •/ /. 

God, God, blefs you in this world — that is, 
giv6 yon yotir H. — , and ^raht you an e'afy paf- 
ftge to eternal bleffings in 'i better w^orid. 
'■ if you go before me,^ may ihe'ftrokc be fo in- 
ilantaneotis, that you may- not have time* to baft 
0ne longing, lingering look on H* ! 

LETTER XXVI. 

To the Same. 

Ireland, 8 April, 1776. 

Tour's, dated April the firft, would have di- 
verted'me,hadlbeen fome leagues nearer to you- 
If contained true wit and humour. I truly thank 
you for it, becaufe 1 know with how much diffi- 
culty you ftudy for any thing like wit or humour 
in the prcfent fituation of your niind. But you'do 
it to divert me 5 and it is done for one, who, 
though he cannot laugh at it, as he ought, will 
ri^member it, as he ought — Yet, with 'what a * 
nielancholy tendernefs it concluded t There ' 
fpoke your heart. 

Your fituation, when you wrote it, was fome- 
thing like that of an aftrefs, who fhould be obli- 

ged 
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gcd to play a part in comedy, oi^ the evenirrg of a 
day which, by fome real cataftrophe, had marked 
her out for the capital figure of a real tragedy. 
Perhaps. I have faid fomething like this in the 
long letter I have written you Cnce. Never 
mind. 

Pray be careful how you. feal your letters. 
The wax always robs me of five or fix words. 
Leave a fpace for your feal. Suppofe that {hould 
be thepairt of your letter which tdls me you ftill . 
love rhel If the wax cover it, I fee it not— 1 find 
no fuch expreffibn in your letter — I gro w diftrac- 
ted — and immediately fct out for Charing-Crofs 
to a(k you whether you do indeed ftill love me. 

In the hofpitality of this country I was not de- 
ceived. They have a curfe in their language, 
ffrongly defcriptive of it— " May the grafs grow 
at your door !"— The women, if t knew not 
you, i fliould find fenfible and pretty. But I am 
deaf, dumb, blind, to every thing, and to every, 
perfori but you. If I write any more this morn* 
ing, I (hall certainly fin againft your commands. 

Why do you fay nothing of your dear chiU 
dren ? I infift upon it you buy my friend a taw, 
and two dozen of marbles; and place them to 
the account of 

Your humble Servant. 
LET- 
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LETTER XXVIL 

To the Same* 

Ireland, 20 Aprilj 76. 

Thanks for tht two letters I received lafl: 
week. They drew tears from me, but not 
tears of forrow. 

To my poetry you are much too partial. Never 
talk of writing poetry for the prefs. It will not 
do. Few are they, who like you,, can judge of 
poetry ; and, of the judges, few, alas! are juft. 
Juvenal, the Roman Churxrhill, advifes a youngs 
man to turn audionecr, rather than poet. In our 
days, Chriftie would knock Chatterton out of all 
chance in a week.— The Spaniards have a proverb,. 
** He, who cannot make one verfe, is a block- 
*' head j he who makes more, is a fool."^ — Py- 
thagoras you know a little by name. Perhaps 
you may not know he was ftarved to death in the 
temple of the Mufes at Metapontum. The 
Mufes have no temples, it is true, in our days 
(for God knows they are not much worfhipped 
now), but the Ladies are not without their hu^ 
man facrifices. 

A young man was complaining the other day 
that he had loft his appetite} "Turn poet, then,'* 

faid 



C 57 ] 

«faid oftc in company, ** they generally have 
pretty ftoiit ones. ' ' . 

Youry>«/?i^/ir eyes have not long, iknow, been 
dry from the talc of Chatterton. Even now a 
pearly drop peeps over the brim of each} and now 
they drop, drop upon his mangled memory, like 
the Samaritan'sbalniupori the traveller's wounds. 
—And, pertiaps, what I hai heard and told 
you, may not be half. 

That Lmay make'youfome amends for teazing 
you with my bad poetry the other day, I will to- 
day fend you'fdm'e very good. It is the compoS- 
tion ofz clergyman,' an £ngli{hman, fettled near 
Dublin. ' it got the pirize at Oxford not long 
GncCj and! wds fpoken in tlie theatre at fuch a 
public bunnels, ' as one at which, I think, t re- 
fciembcr to Iiavc lieard you fay you were prcfcnt. 
Perhaps you were there this very time. 

WHen'you have read' the linss, you will 
think I need hot a^d a vvord about the author's 
abilities. 

On the Love of our Country. 

YE fouls illuftrious, who, in days of yore. 
With peerlefs might the Britifli target bore. 
Who, clad in wolf-ikin, from the fcythed car, 
FrqWn'd on the horrid brow of mailed war ; 

Who 
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WhodarM you,r mdely painted limbs oppofc 
To fteel of Chalybs, and to Roman foes : 
And ye of later age, tho* not lefs fame 
In tilt and tournament^ the princely game 
Of Arthur's barons, wont, in hardieft fport. 
To claim the fairefl Guerdon of the Cojiirt ; 
Say, holy Ihades, did e'er your gen'rous blood 
Roll thro' your faithful fons in nobler flood, 
Than*late, when George bade gird on cv'ry thigh 
The myrtle-braided fword of liberty ; 
Say, when the high-born Druids' magic ftrain 
Rouz'd on old Mona's top a female train 
To madnefs, and with more than mortal rage 
Bade them like furies in the fight engagCj^ 
Frantic, when each unbound her briftling hair. 
And fliook a flaming torch, and yell'd in wild 

dcfpair ; 
Or when on Crefly's plain the fable might 
Of Edward dar'd four monarchs to the fight ^ 
Say, holy fliades, did patriotic heat 
In your big hearts, with quicker tranfports beat 
Than in your fons, when forth like ftorms they 

pour'd, 
In frcedom^s caufe, the fury of the fword ? 
Who rul'd the main, or gallant armies led, 
With Hawke who conquer'd, or with If^olfwhcx 

Jbled* Poor 

* Thefe linei were written foon after the inftallatioa at. 
Wmdfor. 
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"Poor IS his triumph, and difgracM his name, 
AVho draws the fwordfor empire, wealth, or fame; 
For him tho' wealth be blown on ev'ry wind, 
Tho' fame an«ouncc him mightieft of mankind, 
Tho' twice .ten nations fink beneath his blade. 
Virtue difowns him, and his glories fade. 
For him no praj'rs are pour'd, no paeans fung. 
No hleflings chaunted from a nation's tongue ; 
Blood marks the path to his untimely bier. 
The curfc of widows and the orphan^s tear 
Cry to high Heaven for vengeance on his head ; 
Alive, deferted ; and accurft, when dead. 
Indignant of his deeds, the mufe, who fings 
Undaunted truth, and fcoms to flatter kingd. 
Shall (hew the moniler in his hideous form. 
And mark him as an earthquake, or a ftorm. 

Not fo the patriot chief, who dar'd withftand 
The bafe invader of his native land; 
Who made her weal his noblcft, only end, 
Rul'd but to ferve her, fought but to defend. 
Her voice in council, and in fight her fword, 
Lov'd as her father, as her god ador*d ; 
Who firmly virtuous, and feverely brave. 
Sunk with the freedom that he could not fave. 
On worth like his, the mufe delights to wait, 
Eeveres alike in triumph or defeat, 

Crowns 
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Crowns with true glory and wit^ fpotlefs famCf. 
AndhonouTsPaoIPsmore than Frederick' smmt. 

Here let the mufc withdraw the blood-ftain'd veil. 
And fliew the Taoldeft fon of public zeal. 
See Sidney leaning b'er the block ! His mien. 
His voice, his hand, unflialcen, clear, ferene. 
Yet no harangue, proudly declaimed aloud. 
To gkin the plaudit of a wayward crowd ; * 
No fpecioiis vaunt death's terrors to defy. 
Still death delaying, as afraid to die. 
But fternly filent, down he bows— to prove 
How firm his public, though miftaken love» 
UnconquerM patriot ! fprm'd by ancient lore 
The tove of ancient freedom to reftore, 
Who nobly' a^ed, what he boldly wrote. 
And feal'd by dekth, the leflbns that he taught. 

Dear is the tic that links the anxious fire. 
To the fond babe that prattles round his fire ; 
Dear is thq love that prompts the, grateful youth 
His fire's fond cares and drooping age to footh; 
Dear is the brother, fitter, hufband, wife ; 
Dear all the charities of focial life : 
Nor wants firm friendfliip holy wreaths to bind. 
In mutual fympathy the faithful mind : 
But not th' endearing fp rings that fondly move 
To filial duty, or parental love. 

Not 
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Not all the ties that kindred bpfoms bind, 
Not all in fricndfhip*s holy wreaths entwin'd. 
Are half fo dear, fo potent to control 
The gen'rous workings of the patriot foul. 
As is that holy voice which cancels all 
Thofe ties, which bids him for his country fall ; 
At this high fummons, with undaunted zeal. 
He bares his bread, invites th' impending fteel. 
Smiles at the hand that deals the fatal blow. 
Nor heaves one figh fox all he leaves below. 

Nor yet doth glory, tho' her port be bold. 
Her afpeft radiant, and her trefles gold. 
Guide thro* the walks of death alone her car, 
Attendant only on the din of war : 
She not difdains the gentler vale of peace. 
Nor olive fliades of philofophic eafe. 
Where heav'n-taught minds to wooe the mufc 

refort. 
Create in colours, or with founds tranfport ; 
WhereyouthscourtfcicncCjOrwherefagcs teach. 
Where ftatcfmen plan, where mitred fathers 

preach — 
More pleas'd on Ifis' filent marge to roam. 
Than bear in pomp the fpoils of Minden home* 

To nead with Newton*s ken the ftarry flcy. 
And God the fame in all his orbs defcryj 

G To 
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To lead forth merit from her humble fliade ; 
Extend to rifmg arts a patron's aid 5 
Build the nice ftrudlure of the gen'rous law. 
That holds the free-born foul in willing awe; 
O'er pale misfortune drop, with friendly figh, 
Pity's mild balm, and wipe affliftion's eye; 
Thefe, thefe are deeds Britannia muft approve, 
RJuftnurfe theirgrowth with all a parent's love. 
Thefe are the deeds that public virtue owns. 
And, juft to public virtue, glory crowns. 

LETTER XXVIIL 
To the Same. 

Ireland, 3d May, 1776. 

My laft, I hope, did not offend you. The 
bank note I was obliged to return; although I 
thank you for it, more than words can tell 
you. 

Shall I, whom you will not marry, becaufe 
you will not' load me with your debts, increafe 
thofe debts; at leaft prevent you from diminifli- 
ing them, by robbing you of fifty pounds ? 
Were I capable of it, I fhould be unworthy your 
love. But be not offended that I returned it. 
Heaven knows how willingly, a quire cf fuch 

things. 
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tfiings (hould have accompanied it> had Heaven 
fiiade me fo rich. 

Be not anxious about me. Talk not of the 
poftage which your dear letters coft me. Will 
you refufe to make your H. happy ? And think 
you I can pay too dear for happinefs ? 

But, Lord ! you rave. I am rich— as rich as a 
Jew: and without taking into the calctilation 
the treafure I poffefs in your love.-^— -Why, you 
talk of what I allow that relation^ poor foul ! 
That does not fwallow up all my lands and here- 
ditaments at Gofport. Then there's my pay, 
and twenty other ways and means befides, I dare 
fay, could I but recoUe£l them.-— Go to — I tell 
you I am rich. So, let me know you got the 
filver paper fafe, and that I am a good boy. 

Rich ! To be fure I am — why, I can afford to 
go to plays. I faw Catley laft night, in your 
favourite charader. — By the way, Til tell you* a 
ftory of fier, when flie was on your fidcthe water. 

Names donot immortalizepraife-worthy anec- 
cIotes,theyimmortalizenames.— Some difference 
hadarifen between Mifs Catley and the managers 
concerning the terms upon which fhe was to be 
engaged for the feafon. One of the managers 
called upon her, at her little lodgings in Drury 
Lane, to fettle it. The maid was going toflie w 
G 3 the 
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the gentleman up (lairs^ and tocallher miflrefs* 
" No, no/* cries the aftrefs, who was in the 
kitchen, and heard the manager's voice, " there 
" is no occafion to fhew the gentleman \o a 
•* Toom. — ^I am bufy below, (to the manager) 
*' making apple-dumplings for my brats. You 
** know whether you have a mind togive jne the 
** money I alk, or not. I am none of your fine 
** ladies, who get a cold or the tooth-ach, and 
*' can't fing. If you have a mind to give me 
" the money, fay fo ; my mouth {hall not open 
** for a farthing lefs. So, good-morning to you 
" — and don't keep the girl there in the paffage v 
** for I want her to put the dumplings in the 
" pot, while I nurfe the child.*' — ^The turnips 
of Fabricius, and Andrew Marvel's cold leg of 
mutton, arc worthy to be ferved up on the fame 
day with Nan Catley's apple-dumplings. 

Come — I am not unhappy, or I could not talk 
of other people and write thus gaily. Nothing 
can make me truly unhappy, but a change in 
your fentimcnts of me. By the Almighty God of 
heaven, I know my own feelings fo thoroughly^ 
I do not think I could furvive fuch^a thing. 

As you love me, fcold me not about the poplin 
you'll receive next week. It coffi me nothing—* 
I may furcly give what was given to me. 

LET. 
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LETTER XXIX. 

Ta the Same. 

rrelan<f, 
a9th May, 17 76, 

Do you think, that to make fuch propofals^ 
as your lad contained, is the way to reconcile 
me to this worfe than banifliment ? You re- 
fufcd to come into my fcheme of marriage-— 
Nothing ihall tempt me to come into your fcheme. 
Pcrfift in your idea of going on the flage } and, 
as I live, PU come orer and make a party to 
damn you the firft night of your appearance* 
Since you will not (hare my fortunes^ I will 
not {hare your earnings^ 

The ftory you mention at Flamborough, of 
Boardingham, who was murdered by his wife and 
her lover, is mod (hocking. The refle£lion$ you 
draw from It are moft juft ; and what you fay of 
our fituation moft true. The woman niuft have 
been beyond a wild beaft favage. Yet their feel- 
ings, when (he arid Aikney were at the gallows 
together (fuppofing any thinglikelove remained)) 
mufthave been exquifite.-I proteflj would will- 
ingly embrace with M. the cruellcft death which 
torture could invent (provided flac were on abed 
G 3 of 
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of rofes, than lead the happieft life without her. 
What vifions have I conjured up! — my 
pen drops from my hand. 

Your catch upon a bumper I like much. It 
beats, bpth in words and muGc, " a bumper 
'Squire Jones." By the way, what an odd word 
it is ! Let me make a linguift of you to-day. 

The learned Johnfon deriveth i«iw^^ (" a cup 
** filled till the liquor fwells over the brims") 
from humpi which cometh, he faith, from bunif 
perhaps, as being prominent ; the which bum 
cometh, we are told, from bamme^ (Dutch) and 

fignifieth " the part on which we fit.'* ^The 

word bumper is by fomc writer derived from ben^ 

fere J the ufual fami^^r phrafe for prieftsi ^^o 

were fuppofed not to diilike ^z/m/^ri. — ^This I 

may fay — if •* a cup fijled till the liquor fwelk 

** over the brims" comes from •* the part on 

^' which we fit," it muft be granted, as a French i 

poet fays of Alfands coming from equus^ j 

Qu' en venant dc la, jufqu' icy, 
II a bien change fur la route* 

And now I have ended in good fpirits, as well 
as you. I remember the time when Hamlet 
might have faid to me^ as he does to Horatio^ 

<• Thou 
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*^ Thott haft no revenue but thy good fplrit^ 
*' To feed aad cloath thee." 

Now, I have got a little revenue, which M. 
, wilf not fhare with me, and God knows who has 
got mj good fpirits. — Well, I muft not think. 



LETTER XXX. 

To the Same. 

Ireland, 18 June, 76. 

Mr Laura IS not angry with me, I hope, for the 

three or four tender letters I have written to her 

fince the beginning of this month. And yet, 

[ your*s of yefterday feems to fay you are. If I 

\ bear my fituation like a man, will you not 

allow me to feel it like a man ? > 

Misfortune, like a creditor fevere. 
But rifes in demand for her delay. 
She makes a fcourge of paft profpcrity, 
[ To fting me more, and double my diftrefs. 

But you fay I muft not write thus. If I can ' 
help itg I will not. 

Shall I write about the weather or politics? 
The fun fhines to-day, ycfterday it rained* If 

you 
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y<w wifli to appear learned, tell the nextxompany 
you go into, that the diftrefles of this country wilt 
foon oblige England to grant her a free trade, or 
fomething very much like it. And add, that her 
grievances are more real now> than when, in 
I do I, flie complained to Elizabeth of the iir- 

troduSion of trials by jury. Another flice 

of politics. Aiiert boldly, that Junius was 
written by Grenville*s fecretary. This is z/a^, 
notwithftanding what Wilkes relates of Lord 
Germaine's bifhop. 

Is this the ftyle of letter-writing you allow 
me— Try again, then. 

The favours I have received from the worthy 
man I mentioned in a letter or two ago, are by 
his goodnefs every day increafed. Some fupcrior 
^ouls have afFeAed to hate mankind. Hete is 
one, who, with an underftanding and an expCf 
riencc inferior to none, never lofes an opportu- 
nity of befriending a fellow-creature. I am afraiA 
fometimes, that misfortune will one day or ano* 
thcr play him fome confounded doge's trick, he: 
takes fuch pleafurc in thwarting every fcheme 
<he lays for any one's ruin. 

Yet,even thisamiable character is not without 
his defcfls- The following lines I feat him this 

inorning^ 
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morning, after playing at Vignt^Un in company 
with him laft night. 

To H f fays a certain friend, 

(Both idle, rhyming bards) 
** ■ f with good manners and bcft fenfe^ 

** Can't bear to lofe at cards. 

« With fuch a head"—** And fuch a hcart,*'^ 
AddsH , *« 'tis high treafon. 

** But I, who knew that heart fo well, 
** Have found, I think^ the reafon. 

•* Friend to the poor, his purfc their box, 
** He always would be winner; 
. •* For then they win. But, fliould he lofe, 
** The poor too lofe a dinner." 

This country's facetious Dean faid, his friend 
Arbuthnot could do every thing but walk. My 
friend can do every thing but lofe at cards. 

Feeling, and all the commanding powers of the 
mind, were never perhaps before fo mixed up to- 
gether. A tale of forrow will make his little eyes 
wink, wink, wink, like a green girl's. Before the 
company came laft night, I {howed him " Auld 
Robin Gray"} and, though he had feen it before, 
he could not get over •* My mother could m^ 
fpeak/' without winking* For the credit of your 

fide 
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fide of the water, he is an Englifliman. Hi^ 
agreeable wife, by her beauty and accomplifli- 
mentSj does credit to this country. She is re- 
markable alfo for her feeling, though in a difFe-' 
rent way. You fliall relate an anecdote of dif- 
trefs, or read a ftory of ill ufage, and, while hi» 
eyes are winking^ for the objeft of the ill ufage or 
thediftrefs, her's (hall be ftrifcing fire with rage 
againft the author of it. " Good God ! flie ex-^ 
claims,- " if that villainwas btit in nrypower I^ — " 
And I fometimes think (he is going to ring for 
her hat and cloak, that (he may fally forth, and 
pull his houfe about his ears.— Bound up together 
(as they are, and as I hope they will long continue) 
they form a complete fyftem of humanity.-— ^ 

It would have gratified me much to have becu 
with you when Garrick took his fanrewel of the 
ftage. Do you remember the lad paper in the 
Idler xk^on its being the loft? The refleftion that 
k was the laft time Garrick would ever play, was, 
in itfelf, painful. How, my Laura, my M. my 
life, (hall I bear it, if I ever (hould be doomed to 
take my laft leave, my Jaft look of you !■ 
- — In what I wrote this morning I mentioned 
the Idler. A curious letter was (ho wn me the other 
day by a clergyman, which he affiires me is au- 
thenticj and was written by the late Lord Gower 

to 
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to a friend of Dean Swift. As I know how 
you admire the eminent perfon whom it con- 
cerns, I fend it to you. 

*< Mr. Samuel Johnfon (author of London, a fatire, and 
"fome other poetical pieces) is a native of this country, and 
much refpe£ted by fomc worthy gentlemen in his neishbour- 
heod, who are tniftces of a charity-fcbool now vacant, the 
ceitaio falary of which is fixty .pounds per annum, of which 
they are defu'ous to make him mafter j but unfortunately he 
■is not capable of receiving their bounty, which wo«ld make 
iiim happy for life, by not being Mafter of Arts, which by tlif 
ftatutes of this fchool the mafter of it muft be. Now thefe 
gentlemen do roe the honour to think that I have intereft 
enough in you to prevail upon you to write to Dean Swift to 
perfuade the Univerijty of Publin to fend a diploma to me, 
conftituting this poor man Mafter of Arts in their Univerfity. 
They highly extol tl\e man's learning and probity, and will 
not be periuaded that the Univerfity will make any difficulty 
of conferring fucb a favour upon a ftranger, if he is recom- 
mended by the Dean.— They fay he is not afraid of the 
flridteft examination, though he is off fo long a journey ; but 
will ventvjre it if the Dean thinks it necetlary, choofmg rather 
to die upon the road, than to be ftarved to death in tranflatlng 
for bookfellersy which has been his only fubfiflience for fome 
time paft. I fear there is more difficulty in this affair than 
thefe good-natured gentlemen apprehend ; efpecially as their 
election cannot be delayed longer than the loth of next 
-month. If yoji fee this matter in the fame light it appears 
to me, I hope you will bum this, and pardon me for giving 
you fo mi;ich trouble about an impracticable thing : but if 
you think tltere is a probability of obtaiaing the favour afked, 
I am fure your humanity and propenfity to relieve merit in 
di^efs, will incline you to ferve the poor man, without my 

adding 
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adding any more to the trouble I have already given you^ 
than alTuring you I am, with great truth, &c. 
Trcntham, Aug. i, 1737. 

One other fubje^ for your refle£tion| and I 
have done. 

What niuft have been Johnfon's feelings, 
when, in his wonderful work, the Englifli Dic- 
tionary, he cited the following paflage from 
' Afcham, as an inftance of the ufe of the word 
Men? " Wits live obfcurely, men care not how; 
or die obfcurely, men mark not when." 

LETTER XXXI. 

To Mr. . 

England, 25 June, 177J6. 

Let me give you joy of having found fuch 
kind and agreeable friends in a (Irange land. 
Theaccount you fentof the gentleman and lady, 
cfpecially of the latter, quite charmed me. Nei- 
ther am I without my friends. A lady, from 
whom I have received particular favours, is un- 
commonly kind to me. For the credit ofyaurftde 
of the water ^Jhe is an Irijh woman. Her agreeable 
hu/bandyby his beauty and accompUJhments^does credit 
to this country. He is renuirkable alfofor his feelings. 

Adieu ! This will affeft you, I dare fay, in the 
fariie manner your account afi*e£ted me. 

LET- 
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I.£T T£a XJSSiL 

To MUs . 

TonH Ikflc Mkty of thd i^A of bft month, 

w» a ptoptt reproof fof the contents of one <rf 

tttint. nf'Hl I faur the jofke I Was truly unhappy. 

K yon had not written the kmg and Wnd Icttcf 

tV »€** cl«^y> wbfi^h caiiie in the fenld pfacket, I 

fttfttid have been riiiferaiWe. Yet, I wifii you 

happy, md/f happry; btrt I tSittiWt bear th«f 

thottghtaf of ydur receiving happin^fe from any 

hands (ftiatf^ womair, or child) but mine. Had 

my afFedions not been fix#d, ad they Art urtalter-* 

ably, elfcwberc^ the wife of my /rimJ, with all 

her charms, would never fix them. I have but 

two matters. Love and KtenoUt. If I did not 

c^fiddt yoii atf my wife, I would add, you know 

I have bvit ^i miAufk. 

A fi4tfnd^-^f miite iff going fo Etigkn(!k-(happy 
fellow I fhatl think him, to be but in the fame 
cotftwry with foti>-«-Hc will esll at theCannoit 
corfe«-houfe for me* Do fend tne, thither, the 
French book you mcmtio-n, fVerthir. If yoa 
don't, I pofitively never will forgive you. Non- 
H fcnfe, 
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'fenfe, to fay it will make me unhapp7,>prthatl 
ihan't be abfef t0 jread it ! Muft I piftol myfelf^ 
becaufe a thick-blooded German iias been fool 
enough to fet the examplej or becaufe a Gen^ 
.man novelifl: has feigned fuch a dory ? If you 
dqn't lend it mc, I will mod aflurcdly procure it 
fome time or another; fo^ you may as well have 
the merit of obliging me.T — ^My friend will fend 
a fmall parcel for you to D. ftreet. The books 
I fend yoU| becaufe I know you have not got 
them, and becaufe they are fo much cheaper 
here. If you are afraid of emptying my purfe 
(which by the way is almoft worn out), you (hall 
be my debtor for them. So, fend me a note of 
l^zxi^y value recei'i^d. The other things are furely* 
X}Ot worth mentioning. , 

JL E T T E R XXXIH. 
Xo Mr. . 

\ , , £ns)9nd, 20 Aug. 76. 

For God*8 fake*! where are you? What is the 
matter ? Why don't you write ?— s-Arc you ill ? 
Qod forbid ! And I not with you to nurfe.you ! 
if you are, why don't you let fomebody elfe write 
to me ? Better all (hould be difcovered, than fuf.- 
fcr what I fufFer. It's more than a month fince 
I heard from you. A month ufcd to bring me 

eight 
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cigbt or ten letters. When I grew uneafy, it 
was in Taiti; as I faid in my laiE^, fliat I en- 
deavoured to find your friend who brought the 
parcel (for I would certainly have feen him, and 
aiked him about you). What is become of all 
my letters for this laft month ? Did you get 
what I returned by your friend ? Do yOu like 
the purie ? The book you mentionedj is juft thf 
only book you fliould never read. On myinees^ 
I beg you never, never read it ! Perhaps you 
have read it- — ^Perhaps ! — I am diftradted.— - 
Heaven only knows to whom I may be writiiig 
ibis letter. 

Madam, or Sir ! 

If you are a woman, I think yoii wiUj if you" 
are a man, and ever loved, I am fure you will,; 
oblige me with one line' to fay what is come of 

Mr. — of the regiment. Direft to Mrs.' 

, D. ftreet, London. — Any perjfbn whofc 
hands my letter may fall into, will not think 
this much trouble 5 and, if they fend me good' 
news, Heaven knows how a woman, who loyes, 
if ppffible, too well, will thank them. 
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LITTER JOSIV. 

2rdland| xe Sept. T77#b 
A» I am no fpoitfman, ther^ is no merits yo«t 
WMLj think, in devoting a morning to this em* 
ploymept. Nor do I claim any merit. *Tit 
only making myfelf happy. 

Now, I hope, you are quite at eafc about me. 
lly health, upon my honour f upon our lovet It 
almoft re-eftabliflied — ^Were I not determined 
to keep on ftis fide the truth, I would {xjquitn 
The four letters I have written tp you, fince I 
received your frantic iheet of paper, have ^x- 
plainedtand ipade up every thing. How can I 
fuflSciently thank you for all your letters ? Efp^ 
cially for that of this week ? Never did you per^ 
a better. Did I know any bpdy envplQyed in a 
workji where that letter could properly appe^r^ he 
Ciould infert it in your own words. 

Excufe me^ I am unwillingly called away* — 
What I faid this morning about your letter^ 
brings to my recolledion fomething of that fort, 
(hall I tell it you ? I will. 
James Hirft, in the year 171 1, lived fcrvant 

with 
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^ith the honourable Edward Wortley. It hap* 
pened, one day, in re-delivering a parcel of let- 
ters to his mafter, by miftake he gave him one 
which he had written to his fweetheart, and kept 
back one of Mr. Wortley's. He foon difcovered 
the miftake, and hurried back to his mafter; but 
unfortunately for poor James, it happened to be 
the firft that prefcnted itfelf to Mr. Wortley, 
and, before James returned, he had given way to 
a curiofity which led him to open it, and read 
the love-told ftory of an enamoured footman. 
It was in vain that James begged to have it re- 
turned. " No," fays Mr. Wortley, " James, 
**' you (hall be a great man, this letter fliall ap-f 
"• pear in the Spcdator." 

Mr. Wortley communicated the letter to his 
friend Sir Richard Steel. — It was accordingly 
poblilhed in his own words, and is that letter. 
No. 71, volume the firft. of the Sp^£tator, be- - 
ginning " Dear Betty." 

James found means to remove that unkindncfs • 
of which he complains in his letter; but, alas! 
before their wiihes wcrecompleated,a fpeedyend 
was put to a paffion which would not difcredit 
much fapcrior rank, by the unexpefted death of 
B<?tty James, out of the great regard and love 
ha.bore to Betty, after her deaths married the 
H. 3.. Caer./. 
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lifter. He died, not many yeart fince. In th9> 
neighbourhood of Wortley, ne^ Leeds^ Tork^ 
ihire. 

To marry y6iat i» the utmoft of my wi&es i, 
but, remember,, I den't engage to marry your 
fifter in cafe of yotir death.-^^D^th I How cai> 
I think of fuch a thing, though it be hut io: 
joke, 

LETTER XXXY. 
To the Same. 

Ireland, 15 Sept^. 1776* 

The commands of your laft letter, for the- 
reafons you give, I have immediately obeyed.. 
-—My enquiries about the young Englifliman yoa 
mention, amount to this. He is liked tolerably 
nvcll here. He would be liked more, if he took 
more pains to be liked. His contempt for fome 
people in the virorld, whom others defpife per- 
haps as well as he, is fome tinges too confpicu- 
ous. Accident has given me an opportunity ta 
fee and know a great deal of him; and with cer- 
tainty. His heart is certainly not bad. Hia 
abilities are as certainly not ex^ual to what he 
once confeflibs to have thought them 5 per* 

baps I 
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ligq» they arc fuperior to the opuiiion he nov en^ 
tertaina of tk^nau He ba& amtHlictt and emuh^ 
tioQ enough to haye almoft fuppUed any want of 
gciiiua, and to hare made him almoft any thin^, 
had he fallen into proper hands. But hia fchooU 
mafters knew nothing of the human heart> nof 
aver much, of the bead. Thouf h indQlent to s^ 
degree, a kccit eye might have difcovered, may 
flill difcoveri iaduAry at the bottom ; a good 
cultivator might have turned it, may ftill turn it» 
to good account. His friendfl»p« are warm, fin- 
cere, decided-— —his enmities the fame, H^ 
complains^ now and then, that fome of his 
friends will pretend to ktK>w him better than 
they know themfelvesj and better than they 
know any thing elfe. " They would play upon 
*^ him ; they would feem to know his (lops i 
'* they pretend to be able to found him from 
" his loweft note, to the top of his compafs ; 
" and there is much mufic, excellent voice, in 
•* a little pipe, yet cannot they mak^ it fpeak. 
•* Do they think,** he demands, " that he is 

** eafier to be play'd than a pipe ?*' Why^^ 

really, I do not think this is the cafe at prefent, 
whatever ft may have been. Sccrefy is not 
brought into the world, it is acquired in the 
world. An honcft heart can only acquire it 

by 



by experience. The chara^ler which he had ccr-i - 
tainly gotten fome how among fome of his inti- - 
mates, has been of fervice both to them and ta 
hlmfelf. They made a point of fecrefy, aftCF^ 
they chofe to difcover a want of it in him ; and ' 
now he has made a point of it himfeif. My dear- 
eft fecret (ym know what that is) (houid now • 
faoner be truftedto him than to any of his former * 
accufers. The loudeft of them, to my know* 
ledge, was little calculated to judge; for though 
he might not abfolutely think him a coward, he 
certainly did not fufpe <3: his friendof courage,till • 
fufl&cient proof of it was gi ven under his own eyev 
Now, in my opinion, t rue* courage and refalution ^ 
are this gentleman's marking charai^eriftics: 
This is no great compliment; for, without them^ 
I would not give a farthing for any man.- 

Such, in my judgment, is the young gentlemari 
about whom you wifhed meto enquire,and with \ 
whom I happen to have lived a good deal. His" 
principal merit is, that my amiable friend (the 
mentionofwhofe wife juft jogged yourjealoufy) 
fincerely loves him. That worthy man feldom - 
throws away his attachment where it is not de* 
ferved. Nor do I know any thing in the gentle- 
man, whofe charadier I have been fketching, 
which gives me more pleafure, or which .it 

'would •. 
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wonU gi«e him more pte^fur^ tQ bave noticec^ 
tb^n tbe love 9n4 refpe£t which I am furc be 
feels fpr iDy fricQ^i unlefs perhaps Msd^e^lionAle 
lipnie of (h4 oblig^^^ion^ which I believe I h^vr 
I9}d you he liei uoder tP^ a Mi. R^~— 

69 HHigh for b^finefn. Now for an article of 
MWiu The Utter endof liUt momb, a lady aod 
ber (bf r^nf » a« they were ridinf in Phoeoix Park, 
were ftopp«4 by i man on foot, very genteelly 
itrefled ia wUte ^loatbe^ and a gold laced bat^ 
He dtmsmded ibe ladjrV fmiiey, whi^ (be gav^ 
biPV ^meunti^g to 26 gutvea^. The perfo* put 
the caQi in^ ^ne of bi« po«;ket9» and togk from 
f^Ptbcraffmalldiapioad boopriog, wbiob be 
ffcftftted to the lady> defiriog ber to wear it fof 
Ac fiihft of M eytrnordimry r^ber, who made it 
ipoii^of honour to take no more from a bea\jh 
tiful lady* than he wvid »ake a veturn for in 
iFaly«. He then» with great agility,r vaulted 
over the wallf and difappeared* 

Thia you may perhapa call an Irilb way of 
cobbing. There cert^nly was fomcthing oriw 
ginal in it. The gentleman feema clearly to tmai< 
gme> that an exchange ia no robbery.*'**-**^ 

Aa to your threat^ I wLU anfwcr it in the fame 
ftyle— " Izt;;V/love you— and if—!" But, neither - 
my anfwer, nor your threat, is original. Read- 

ingi 
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fng, this morning, a hiftory of this country, f 
found the following anecdote. In 1487, a dread* 
ful war was carried on in Ulfter, between the 
Chieftain O'Neal, and the neighbouring Chief- 
tain of Tircomiel. This war had nothing more 
confideraWe for its immediate caufc, than the 
pride of O'Neal, who demanded that His enemy 
ihould recognize his authority by pStying tribute* 
The laconic ftyle, in which the demand wai 
made and rejefted,. would not have difgrac*d » 
nobler conteft. ** Send me tribute— or elfe!"— * 
was the meflage of O'Neal. To which wa« re^ 
turned, tirith the fame princely brevity,-*-^* f- 
•* owe you none — and if — !" — But I talk ndni 
fenfe. This does not prove your threat to have 
been borrowed j for I dare fay, you never heard 
of O'Neal till this moment. It* only proves that 
two people may exprefs themfelves alike. 

Should' any man who loved like me (if any 
man ever did love like me) have fpoken of hit 
love in terms like thofc I ufe to fpeak of mine, . 
follows it therefore that I have borrowed either 
kis pafTion or his language? Were it poiBblc 
for you to think fo, I never would forgive you. — ? 
Pray copy the mufic you mention in your next^ 
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LETTER XXXVL 

To the Same. 

Ireland, i8 Sept. 76. 

How happens It that I have not fooner no- 
ticed what you fay, in a letter the beginning of 
laft month, about the new punifliment of work- 
ing upon the Thames ? Politicians may write 
more learned upon the matteri but I will defy 
Beccaria to write niore feelingly or humanely* 
There certainly is much truth in what you fay. 
Experience however will be the bcft tell. Per- 
haps my true reafon for noticing your fenfifole 
ktter thus late, was to introduce a fccnc which 
paiTed in the quickfilver mines of Idra, a ftill 
more unpleafant abode than Mr. Campbell's 
academy. This ufed to be Colonel G.'s method, 
you remember, of introducing his home-made 
jokes. Not that my ftory is home-made — I 
take it fx:om fome Italian letters a brother ofBcer 
lent me, written by Mr. Everard, and I give it 
you almoft in his own words — except in one or 
tVo paflages, where I think he has loft an op- 
portunity of furprizing the reader. 
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The piteafure I always take in writing to you, wlwreTcr I 
3xn, and t^ hattver Uoing, in fome ftieaftire difj^els my pre- 
fent uaeafinefs -, an uneafinefs caufed at once by the diia- 
greeable afpedl of every Ibing aroynd «ift, and the more difa- 
l^reeable fcene to which I have been witnefs. 

Som«thit\f too 1 have to tell you of Count Alberti. You 
remember hira one of the gay eft, moft agreeable perfons at 
the Court of Vieana ; at oftce ehe<dxam|>le of the nten, and 
the favourite of the fair iex. } often heard you repesK hiii 
•name with efteem, as one of the few that did honour to th© 
prefent age.j as poflfefled df generofity and pity in the higheft 
■degree-, as one who made no other ufe of fortune, but ta 
alleviate the diilrcfles of mankiAd. Biit fiiH of aU, fhe 
fcene I menttoaed. 

After pafliog Several parts of the Alps^ and havinf 
Yifited Germany, I thought I could not well return home, 
without vifitiiig the quickfilver mines aft Idra, and feeing 
thofe dreadful fubterranean caverns, wlie^r* fhotf £aiidfi artf 
condeacie^ to refide, fliut out from all hopes of ever agaWi 
beholdms the cheaiful light of the fun, and obliged to toil 
out a miferahle life under the whips of imperious tafk-maf- 
tcrs. Imagine to yourfelf an hole in thtf fide of a rrtourttairt, 
of about ftvt y^6s &9er, Down this yeu safe let, in a M»i 
of bucket more than an htmdred fathom ; the profpedigrow-' 
jug ftill more gloomy, yet ftiU widening, as you defccnd. 
At length, after fwinging in terrible fufpcnfe for fomer 
time in this precarious fituation, you at length rtfach th« 
bottom^ and treason the ground; which by its hoUo^ fcfiitnd 
under yoor feet, and the reverbemtkms of the echo, feefQ9 
thundering at every ftep you take. In this gleomyand 
frightful folitude, you arc enlightened by the feeble gleam 
of lamps^ here and there difpofcd, fo that Cii* WFCtchtfd in- 
habitants 
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Wabftants o^thcfe matifions can go from offe pat-t tb aftotbiet 
withoot a gaido. And yet, let me afliirc yoo, that thongh 
tiiey, by cnitotn, could fee objcAs very dffl&iAly by theft 
fights, I conid iea%'Cc difcem-, for f6m< time, anything; noC 
cren th« perfon ^he eame wkh me t« ftew me thdfe fcenes 
ef horror. 

From this deibriptioxt^ I £bppo(e, you have birt a (fi&greo» 
•felc idea of the place ; yet let me affiire you tfett it is a pa* . 
lace, if we compare the hafait^ion with the inhabitants. 
Such wretches mine eyes never yet bebeldi The blacknefs of 
their vifUges only jferves to coper an horrid paknefs, caused 
by the noxious qua^cied of the mineral riicy are empdoyed 
to procure. As they in general confift of malcfsftors con- 
demned for life to this talk, they arc fed at the public ex* 
pence ; but thqy feldom confumc much provifion.— *— They^ 
iofc their appetites in a fhort time ; and comraoTjly in about 
two years expire, from a total cofitraOioii of tlie joints o^ 
the body. 

In this horrid inanfron I walked after my guide for fbme 
time, pondering oh the ftrange tyranny and avarice of man- 
kind, when I was accofted by a voice behind me, calling me 
by name, and cncjuirlng after my health with the moft cor*- 
dial affeftion. I turned and fkw a creature all black and 
hideous, who approached me, with a moft piteous accent, 
iicmanding, ** Ah! Mr. Everard, don't you know me?** 
Good God! what was my furprize, when, through the veil 
of his wretchednefs, I difcovercd the featln-cs of my old 
and dear friend Count Alberti ! I flew to him wicli affec- 
tion ; and, after a: tear of condolence, aflced how he cams 
there ? To this he replied, thaft having fonght a duel with 
n general o£ ihc Auftrian infantry againft the emperor^s 
Command, and having left him for dead, he was. obliged to 

I ay 
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Hy into one of the fbrefVs of Iftria, where he was firft taken» 
and afterwards (heltered, by fome banditti^ who had long 
infeftttd that quarter. With thelB he had lived for nine 
months, till, by a clofe invediture of the place in which 
they were concealed, and after a very obftinate refidance, 
in which the greatefl part of them feU, he was fecured and 
carried to Vienna, in order to be broken alive on the 
wheel. When he arrived at the capital, he was quickly 
known, and, feveral of the aflbdates of his accuiation and 
danger witncMng his innocence, his punifliment of the rack 
was changed into that of perpetual confinement and labour in 
the mines of Idra. A fentence, in my opinion, a thoufand 
times worfc than death. 

As Albert! was giving mc this account, a yonng woman 
came up to him, who, at once I faw, had been born for 
better fortune. The dreadful iituation of th^ place was not 
able to deftroy her beauty, and even in this fccne of wrctch- 
cdnefs fte fccmcd to have charms to grace the moft brilliant 
aflerably. 

This lady was daughter to one of the fir ft families in Ger- 
many, and, having tried every means to procure her lover's 
pardon without effed, was at laft refolved to ihare his mi- 
feries, as (he could not relieve them. With him (he accord- 
ingly deibended into thefc manfions, from which few ever 
return ; and with him (he is contented to live, forgetting 
" the gaieties of life ; with him to toil, dc/pifing the (plcn- 
dours of opulence, and contented with the confcioufuefs of 
her own conftancy. 

I am, dear Sir, 

Yours, &c. 

Now 



I 
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Now can I tell all the feelings of your dear 
heart. Now fee I your fancy bufy with her 
magic pencil ; and afFefting is the pi£lure it has 
begun. Begun — for your weeping eyes will not 
fufiFer you to finifh it. Can not you, through 
all your tears, . diftinguifti Alberti and his wife 
dying in each others arms after about half a 
year ? What a fcene ! 

Is there any fum of money you would not 
give to have this tragedy end happily i That, of 
courfe, is impoffible. But Everard fpeaks of 
the poor fouls in his next letter, which I may 
perhaps fend you in my next. — — 

Come- be a good girl, and you (hall have 

it now, though it will not give you much con- 
folation. 

•* My laft to yon was cxpreflivc, anci perhaps too much fo^ 
of the gloomy fituation oC my mind. I own the deplorable 
condition of the worthy man defcribed jn it, was enough to 
add double ft verity to the hideous mmfions. At prcfcnt, 
however, I have the happinefs to inform you, that I was 
ipeftator of the moft affefting fcene I ever yet beheld. Nine 
days after I had written my laft, a perfon came poft from 
Vienna to the little village near the mouth of the greater 
Ihaft. He was foon after followed by a fccond, and he by 
a third. The firft enquiry was after the unfortunate Count ; 
and I, happening to overhear the demand, gave them the 
bcfl inforniaUon. Two of theft were the brother and 
I X couiia 
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coutia of rfie Ikcfy, the third was an intimate friencT an<f fet- 
low ibldier of the Count. They came with hij pardon, which 
|iad been procured by the General wifh whom the duel had 
been fou^l,. arKo was perfeftly recovered from his wotmds. 
I led th<m wkii all the ejcpedltion of joy down to his dreary 
abode, and prefented to him his friends, and informed him 
of the happy change in his circum dances. It would be im- 
pcflible to dcftnbe the joy that brightened up his grief-worn 
CMintenanec; nor was the young lady^^s e notion Icfs vivid at 
feeing her friends, and hearing b£ her hufband's freedom • 
fomd hours were employed in mending the appearances of 
jhis faithful couple, nor could I without a tear behold him 
^ taking leave of the former wretclied companions of his toil. 
To o:ie i>« left his mattock; to another his wMrkiag c^oatks; 
to a third hh Uttle hottiehold utenfils, Cach as were neceflary 
for liim in that fituation. We foon emerged from the mine, 
and he Ciicc again rcvifited tlie fight of the fun, which he 
had totally defpaircd of ever feeing. A poft-chaifc was 
ready the next ntorning to take th«n to Vifnita» whither, 1 
am fince informed by a letter from himfelf, they are returoed. . 
The cmprefs has taken them into favour j his fortune and 
rank are reftored } ftnd he and his fair paftner sow h»ye the 
plealing iatisfa^ion of feeling happ in efs witli double relifli„ . 
because they once knew what k was to be miierahle,'* 

Says not our friend Sterne, that the circutn- 
ftancc of his being at Rennes at the very time 
the Marquis reclaimed his forfeited nobility and 
his fword, was an incident of good fortune 
which wiH never happen to any traveller but a 
fentimcntal one ?— I believe it : and every other 
incident of good fortune befall all fuch travellers! 

Did 
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Did not I fay this fecond part of the ftofy 
would not afford you much confolatipn ? Excufe 
me for fuch a falfity. That was only to fur- 
prize you. Well I knew what would be my 
M.'s feelings. 

Are you as deep in aftrology as w^en you 
wrote laft to me ? On ihe page I have to fpare I 
will fend you fome hafty lines which I ictfcbled 
the other day to ridicule the weaknefs of a Dr. 
W. who is as great a — ^fool at leaft as Df yden, 
and never fails to call the nativity of his children. 

Kind heaven has heard the parent's prayer, 
Each goflip hails the fon and heir, 

" Pray let the Doctor fce.*^— 
** My maftcr, ma*am ? Your labour paft j 
* •* He's got among the ftaxs,. to caA 

" His fon*s nativity," 

Three hours elaps*d, our fage descends, 

With " well, and how*s the child, my friends?** 

'« He*s happy, Sir^ ere this.**.-^- 
•• Happy ! why yonder ftars nc*er Ihed . 
*• Benigner influence on the head 

" Of happfer, I gueis. 
»V Worth, ^vi^ue, wifdom, honour, wealth, 
•* Man*s beft and only riches; health, 

" Aflhrcdly await 

" Heav'n*s favoured child or never more 

*• Say I have knowledge to explore 

•• The ftcrct page of fate., 

I 3 •* 'Twa« 
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^ *T#as tbere I road my ha^j-hoy 
^ FuU ieventy rummers fhould enjoy 

•« Ere**-— >*-^wheii nurft fobb*d and fkiif^ 
•• Good Unek t ' ■■ the babe, to whom kind hetreiv 
** So many bonttleoas gifts bath gvren, 

*< TheTc two hours hath beea—'^^dffiuL-'' 



LETTER XXXVII. 
Ta the Sawe^ 

2^ January 1777; 

OiK of Lord Harcourt's fiate will carry tW* 
fo England. His Lordfiup was relieved' &on» 
guard yefterday by the arrival of the new Lord 
Lieutenant. . As politicks have not much to do- 
with love, I (hall not trouble you with a hiftory^ 
of the late reign, or with a prophecy of what 
will be the prefent. Only let our great" aftors. 
take care th^ do not pUy the £urce of America 
in Irdandr 

Myfpirits,! thank you, arc now tolerably weU^ 
But you know I am, at lead I know I have been 
ever iince you have known me,, a firaoge comical 
fellow. Neither one thing nor t'other. Some- 
times in the garret, but much oftner down in* 
A/Q cellar. If Salvator Roia^ or Roufieau, wanted 

to 
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tor draw a particular charaScr, I am their mam 
But you and I (ball yet be happy together, 1 
boow; aed then my fpirits and paffions wUi* 
tetofn iado their ufaal channtla^ 

Why do you cotnplaiw of the language and 
tcndernefs of my letters I Suppofe they were not 
tender. What \wold you fay^ what would you 
think, then ? Muft not love fpeak the language 
ailotii Kay, do wc not fee every day diat love 
and rdigioii ha;ve m«ttual c^ltgations, and cotl^- 

: tinuatty bcnrow pbrafes from ea^h other ? Put 

Jamie Or JehHy, inftead ti Chrift, and fee what 
you will make of Mr»» Rowers mc^ iblMM 

1 ' poem% or of Dr. Watts's hymns. 

\\ Let me tranfcribeyott a letter wiitteaby an*' 

[\ ©Iher perfott tea lady,.- 

1 ^ 

*' I ** Sis fib^dmitif Xc)iasfg qiib yon VKrtrwu: cdsw totovu as 

?;} ^ 3 o'clock, makes me- in. pain to- know how your ibn dots p. 

^ *• and I can't help chquiring after hitn and dear Mrs. Free- 

^ man. Thebilhop of Worceflerwas with me th iff morn* 

•* ing.befbre 1 wasdrcfled. I gire him my letter to the 

M Qbm&, and he has promiied to fecohd it^and Teemed tt>' 

** undtttake it very wiilingly r tbcagh) by all the diicoarft 

** I had with him (of which I will gfv& yrOU a particular 

♦* account whto I ice you) I^find biin very partial to her^ 

l^ ** The iaft time he wai here, I told him yon had feveral 

1 ** times defired you might go from me, and I have repeated* 

J f*^ the iamc thing again to him. For you may cafily imagine 
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<< J would' not ncgVft doing you right on all occaCoss. EuS- 
«* t beg it again for Chrift Jcfus*s fake, that you would nc- 
** ver name it any mor^to me ; for, be aOured, if you ffaouldf 
** ever do Co crud a thing as t<»^ leave me, from that mo" 
•« ment I /hall never enjoy one quiet hour* And ihould 
** you do it without aiking my confent (which if I ever 
*' give you may I never fee the face of heaven !) I will Ihut 
** myfclf up, and never fee the world more, but live whcrtf 
*' I may be forgotten by human kind/* 

What think you of this letter ? If it . fliould 
have been written by a woman to a woman, ] 

furely you will allow H. to write a little tenderly 
to his own M. This was really the cafe. It is 
tranfcribed from *' an account of the condu(3: of 
the Dowager Duchefeof Marlborough," printed i 

for W. Smith in Dame-ftreety Dublin, ,1742, 
which I bought at Wilfon's in Dame-ftreet yef- 
tcrday. The pamphlet contains others as loving. 
This I find page 40. It was written to Lady k 

Marlborough by her Miftrefs (one would have * 

thought the word miftrefs in one fenfe did belong ^ 

to one of the parties ) when flie was only Prin- 
cefs of Denmark. It refers to the quarrel be- 
tween the Princefs and her royal fifter and bro- 
ther-in-law, becaufe (he would not part with her 
favourite, upon Lord Marlborough's having 
difpleafed the King* 

5 Tfiefe 
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Thefc two female lovers always correfponded, 
under the names of Mrs. Freeman and Mrs. 
Morley, at the particuhr deftrc of the Princefs, 
who fixed upon the names. And this, after fhe 
was Queen Anne. — Be aflured, my M. that, al- 
though I write to you with ahnoft thp fame mad- 
nefs of aflfedlion, I will ever imitate her exam- 
ple, for all its royalty, and exchange you for a 
mulhroom of your own raifing (Mrs. Mafham). 

LETTER XXXVIIL 
To the S AME. 

Ireland, tf Feb. 1777. 

My laft was merry, you knpw, I can't fay as 
much for your laft. To-day you muft fuffer me 
to in4ulge my prefcnt turn of mind in tranfcrib- 
ing fomething which was left behind her by a 
Mrs. Dixon, who poifoned herfelf not long fince 
at Innifkilien. It was communicated to me by a 
gentleman, after a dinner yefterday, who is. 
come hkber about biifioeTs., and lives in the. 
neighbourhood of Innifkilien. 

The unhappy woman was not above nineteen 
years of age. She had been married about two 
years, and lived with her huiband all that time 
whfa feeming eafe and chearfuhiefs.* 

—She was remarkably chearful all the fatal day» 

had 
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had company to dine with her, made tea for them, 
in the evening, fet them down to cards, retired to 
her chamber, and drank her cup of arfenick. 

— She left a writing on her table, in which is 
obfcurely hinted the fad circumftance which 
urged her impatience to this defperate aft. 

Enclofed is ane^^ftcopyevento thefpelling, 

" This xs to let all the world know, that hears of rae, 
that it's no crime I ever committed occafions this my unr- 
tim]y end ; but defpair of ever being happy in this world, 
as I have fufficient realbns to think Co, I own *t\s a finful 
remedy, and very uncertain to feek happinefs, but I hope 
that God will forgive my poor foul ; Lord have mercy onr 
it ! Bat aK I beg is to let none reproach my friends with it, or 
fulpef^ my virtue or my honoar in .the leafl, though I am 
to be no more. 

Comfort my poor unhappy mother, and brothers and 
lifters, and let all mothers take care, and never a force a child 
as mine did me : but I forgive her, and ^hopes God will for* 
give me, as I believe (he meant my good by my marriage. 

ph 1 that unfortunate day I gave my hand to one, whilft 
my heart was another's, but hoping that time and prudence 
would at length return my former peace and tranquility of 
mind, which I wanted for a long time : but oh ! it grieves 
me to think of the length of eternity ; and the Lord (ave 
me from, eternal damnation ! Let no one blame Martia 
Dixon*, for h* is in no fault of it. 

I have a few articles which I have a greater regard foy 
than any thing elie that's mine, on account o f him that gave 
them to me (but he is not to be mentioned}— —^and I have 
fome well-wiihers that I think proper to ^ive them to. 
• Her hulband. 
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f lift, to -Betty Balfour, my filvcr buckles ; to Polly 
Deeryn, my duunond ring; to Betty Mulligan, my laced 
iiitt, cap, handkerchief, and ruffles ; to Peggy Delap, a new 
muflin handkerchief not yet hemmed, which is in my drawer, 
iuid hope for my fake thofe peribns will accept of theie 
trifles, as a teflimony of ipy regard for them. 

I would advife * Jack Watfon to behave himfelf in an 
honed and obedient manner in refpeft to his mother and &• 
mily, as he is ail (he has to depend upon now. 

I now go in God's name, though againft his commands, 
without wrath or fpleen to any one upon earth. The very 
perfoti I die for, I love him niorc than ever, and forgives 
him. I pray God grant him more content and happinefs 
than he ever had, and hopes he will forgive me, only to re- 
member fuch a one died for him. 

There was, net long ago, fome perfons pleafed to talk 
ibmething againit my reputation, as to a man in this town ; 
but now, when I ought to ttU the truth, I may be believed ; 
if ever I knew him, or any other but my hulband, may X 
never enter into glory ; and them I forgive who faid fo ; but 
let that man^s wife take care of them that told her fo ; fcr 
they meant her no good by it. 

With love to one, fricndfliip to few, and good will to all 
the world, I die, faying. Lord have mercy on my foul ; with 
CM advice to all p£ople never to fitfer a fajfwn of any fort fg 
command them as mine did in ffite of me. I pray God blefs 
all my friends and acquaintance, and begs them all to com«' 
fort my mother, who is unhappy in having fuch a child as I, 
who ii afhamed to ikbfcribe myfelf an unworthy and dif- 
^ceful member of the church of Scotland, 

Jane Watfon, 
othcrwifc, Dixon.** 

* Her I rather.' 

My 
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My pen (hall not interropt your meditations 
hereon, by making a fingle refleftion. We both 
of us have made, I dare fay, too many on it,— 
She too was "Jenny^ and had her Rohui Gray, 

LETTER XXXIX. 
To the S A M E. 

Ireland, -17 March, 77J 

If you write as you wrote laft week, I canmot 
bear this diftance. Pofuively you muft think of 
what I propofed laft month. 

That I may not difobey your commands this 
morning by writing too tenderly, I will tran* 
fcribe you fomething in return for the contents 
of your laft. It is in a different ftile, but full 
as capital. Tell me whether you don't think 
my French Robin Gray a good companion to- 
your Englifh one. The young Abbe who gave 
it me, aflured me it is almoft totally unknow^n 
even in France. Louis Petit (a friend of Cor., 
neille) wrote it, who died in 1693. Do let me 
fet you the laflc of tranflating it, when you 
will of courfe give Jeremiah leave to go and 
mind his own affairs. 
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Tihs que Robin ent va partir Toinette^ 
II quitta U fe foin de Ton troupeau, . 
II jctta ]oio paoetiere ct houiette, ^ 
£t ne garda rien que fon chalumeau. 
H lamcnta plus fort qu*ua JcremUi 
II ibuhaita mille fois le tre^as ; 
£t, dans fon mal, il n*a d*aiitre foulas 
Que d^entonner, fur fa Able jolie. 
Trifle chanfbn, quifinit^ar, helas! 
C*efl grand pitie d*eflre loin dc s^amie. 

Ccs dernicrs mots, faqs cefler, il repetc, 

Tant6t'ains fur ie bord d*un niifleau, 

Tant6t couche deflus la tendre hcrbcttei 

Tant6t le dos appuye d*un«rmeaa. 

One nc mena Bcrger fi triftc vie. 

Du doux ibmmeil il nc fait plus de cas ; 

Plus qu'un Hermite il fait maiigres repas ; 

Bances et jeux ne lui plaiftnt plus mie, 

£t dansia bouche il n*a rien qn*an—— helas! 

C*e(t grand pitie d'eftre loin de s*amie. 

II n*e{l'berger qui fon mal ne regrette; 
£t pr^s de lui bergeres du hamean 
Viennent chanter, filant leur quenouiUette, 
Pour conibler ce trifle paftourcau. 
Mais leur doux chant, point ne le iblatie, 
Tant la douleur le ticnt dedans {es lacs ! 
Pour ne les voir, les yeuz tient toujours bas ; 
Et, fileurdlt, " laiflex-moi, jevouspric;" 

Puis aulfitdt revient i fon hclasi 

C*cA grand ptde d'eftre loin dc s*ainie. 



ENVOI. 
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ENVOI. 

Fils dc Cyprts, plus maliii <jii'une^c, 

A confolcr Sblin l*on pctti fes psLS i 

Twtette fculc, aV«JG fts doiix appas, 

I^e peut tirer de fa melanchdHe i 

Rends la lui done ; car, apfestont— ^hclasf 

Ccft grand pitic d*cftrc loin dc'S*amic. 

LETTER XL. 
To the Same. 

Tfiland, lo April, 1777. 

Now you fee there is fomething in dreams. 
But why is net your al^ming letter more parti- 
cular about your complahtt? Dotheynurfeyou 
as tenderly as I would? Are they careful about 
your medicines ? For God's fake tell them all 
round what happened lately here to Sir William 
Yorke, tlie chief juftice. 

Sir Willi&m was gritevouily afflided with the 
ftone. In his fevere fits he ufed to take a cer- 
tain quantity of laudanum drops. Oa calling 
for his ufual. remedy y during the moft racking 
pains of his difiemper, the drops could not be 
found. Tbe-fervant was difpatched to his apo- 
thecary ; 
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thecary ; but, iofteid of laudanum di^ps, he 
aflced for laudaDuoi. A quantity of laudanum 
was accordingly fent, with fpecial charge not to 
give Sir William more than twenty-four drops. 
But the fellow, forgetting the caution, gave the 
bottle into his'mafter's hand, who, in his agony, 
drank up the whole contents, and expired in lefs 
than an hour* 

Why, my deareft love, did you conceal your 
iljnefs from me ifo long ? Now, you may have 
revealed the fituation of your health to me too 
late. God forbid !— If I write more, I (hall write 
like a madman. A gentleman taloes this who 
fiib for En^and to*day. To-rmorrow or next 
day the Colonel will be here. If Lord 6. as I 
have reafoQ to exped, has influenced him to 
refufe me leave of abfenc^, I will mdl certainly 
fell out out dire<£tly, which I have an opportu- 
nity to do. At any rate I will be with you 
in a few day$. If I come without a commiffion 
you muft not be angry. To find you both dif- 
pleafed and ill, will be too much for your poor 
H. For my fake, be careful. Dr. ——p. I infift 
upon your not having any bciger. His experi^ 
enee and humanity are upon a par. Pofitively 
you muft contrive fome method for me to fee 
you. How can love like mine fupport exiftence 
K z - if 
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if you fhould be ill, and I (houH not be per- 
mitted to fee you !— But I can neither think nor 

write any more. 

LE T T E R XLL 

To the S A M E. 

Cannon Coffec-honre, 
Gharing-Crofs, 4 May, 77, 

Did you get the incolierent fcrawls I wrote 
you yefterday ^nd the day before ? Your's I have 
this intent read and wept over. Your feeble 
writing fpeaks you weaker than you own* Hea- 
vens, -am I come hither only to find I muft not 
fee you t Better I had ftaid in Ireland. Yet, 
now do I breathe the fame air with you. No- 
thing but your note laff night could have pre- 
vented mc,. at all hazards, from forcing my way 
to your bedfide. In vain did I watch the win- 
dows afterwards, to gather information from the 
paffing lights whether you were better or worfe. 
For God of Heaven's fake fend me an anfwer to 
this. ' 

LET- 
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LETTER XLIL^ 

To Mr. - M .1 , ■ . ! . > 

A. 4 May, 1777, 

Myjdear miftrds bids me write this from her 
mouth—" Thefe are the Jaft words I fpeak. 
My laft thoughts will be oo you, my d^areft dear 
H, In the next world we (hall meet. Live^ and 
cherilh my memory. Accept the contents of 
this little box. Be a friend to my <:hildrfxi. My 
little giri" 

LETTER XLIIL 
To the S A M JB, 

A. 4 May, 1777^. 
5 oVlock, 

My dear Soul, 
At the hazard of my life I write this to tell 
you Heaven has fpared my life to yoi^- prayers. 
The unfiniflied note, which my hafty maid— I 
can't go on. 



Sir, 
My dear Miftrefs bids me fay. Sir, that her 
diforder has taken a turn within this h^ur, and 
K 3 the 
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the ^hyficians have pronounced her out of all 

danger. Honoured Sir> I humbly craveyour 

pardon for fending away my fcribble juft now, 
which I am afraid has made you uneafy ; but in- 
deed, ' Honoured Sir, I thought it was all over 
with my poor dear miftrefs ; and then, I am fure 
I (houhd have broke my heart. For, to be fure, 
ho fervant ever had a better, nor a kinder mif- 
trefs. Sir, I prefume to fee your Honour to- 
morrow. My miftrefs fainted away as (he began 
this, but is now better. 
A. ^a*clock. 

LETTER XLIV. 

. To Mifs . 

Cannon CofTce houfe, 
47 June, 1777J 
S o'clock. 

As I want both appetite and fpirits to touch 
my dinner, though it has been ftanding before 
me thefe ten minutes, I can claim no merit in 
writing to you^ May you enjoy that pleafure 
in your delightful fituation on the banks of the 
Thames, which no fituation, no thing upon 
earth, can in your abfence afford me ! 

Da 
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I>o you aflk me i^hat has lowered my fpirWij 
to-day? rU tell you. Don't be angry, but I have 
been to fee the laft of poorDodd. Yes, '* poor 
•* Dodd !'* though his life was juftly forfeited to 
the laws of his country. The fcene was afFefl:- 
ing — it was thefirft of the kind I had ever feen ; 
and (hall certainly be the laft. Though, had I 
been in England when Peter Tolofa was de- 
fervedly executed in February, for killing Du- 
arzey,. a young French woman with whom lie 
lived, I believe I fbould have attended the laft 
moments ot a man who could murder the ob«- 
jeftof his love. For the credit of my coun*- 
try, this man (does he deferve the name of 
man ?) was a Spaniard, 

Do not think I want tendernefs, becaufe I 
was prefent this morning. Will you allow 
yourfelf to want tendernefs, becaufe you have 
been prefent at Lear's madnefs, or Ophelia's ? 
Certainly not. Believe me (you will believe 
me^ I am fure) — ^I do not malse a profeffion.of 
it, like George S. Youi? H. is neither artijie 
nor amateur — nor do I, like Paoli's friend and 
hiftorian, hire a window by the year, which 
looks upon the Grafs-market at Edinburgh. 

Raynall's book you have read, and admire. 
For its humanity it merits admiration. TUe 

Abbe 
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Abbe does not i:oumdnanK:e 4m ^tendanae'on 
jfeenfes of this fort by Us 'writings hut he dae« 
by his»coadu£i:. And I would foonertake Prac- 
tice's word than Theory's. UfXMi my honour 
Raynall ^nd Charles Fox, notwithflan^agthe 
rain, beheld the whole from the top o£ an un* 
finiOied houfe, clofe by the ftand ki which I 
had a place. 

However meanly Dodd behaved formerly, in 
throwmg the blame of bis application to the 
chanoellor oh his wife, he certainly died with 
refolution. MorethanortoetO'4ay Ihavebeasd 
that vefointion a&ribed tohis^hopetfaatlvs friend 
if awes, the hiunane fcnmder of the hunMne fo*- 
ciety, would be able to reftore .him to life. But 
I give him more credit. Befiies, Voltaire job- 
ferves that the courage of a -dying man is in pro^ 
portion to the number of thofevrfioareprefcnt 
•——and St. Evremond (thefriend of the French 
M.) diicovered tluit les Anglais furpaffknt touus 
iesttothns a mottrir. Let me furpofs all man* 
liind in happinefs, by pofTeffing my Ninon for 
life, and I care not how I die. 

Some little circumftances ftruck me this morn- 
ing, which, however you may refufe to forgive 
tnefor fo fpending my morning, I ^m fure you 
would not forgive me were I to oinit#— B^ore 

the 
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the mdanclioly proceflion arrived, a fow was 
driven into the fpace left for the fad ceremony, 
nor^ould the idea of the approaching fcene, 
which had brought the fpedlators together, pre- 
vent too many from laughing, and fhouting, and 
enjoying the popr animal's diftrefs, as if they 
had only come to Tyburn to fee a fow baited. 

After the arrival of the proceffion, the prepa- 
ration of the unhappy viftim mixed fomething 
difagrceably ludicrous with the folemnity. The 
tendered could not but feel it, though they 
might be forry that they did feel it. The poor 
man's wig was to be taken off, and the night-cap 
brought for the purpofe was too little, and could 
not be pulled on without force. Valets de cham- 
hre are the greateft enemies to heroes. Every 
guinea in my pocket would I have given, that 
he had not worn a wig, or that (wearing one) 
the cap had been bigger. 

At laft arrived the moment of death. The 
driving away of the cart was accompanied with 
a noife which beft explained the fedings of the 
fpcftators for the fufFerer. Did you never ob- 
. ferve, atthe-fight or the relation of any thing 
ibocking, that you clpfed your teeth hard, and 
drew in your breath hard through them, fo as to 

make 
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fhzke a fort of hiffing found ? This was done fo 
univerfally at the fatal moment, that I am per- 
fuaded the noife might have been heard at a 
confiderable diftance. For my own part, I de- 
tefted myfdf, in a certain maitner, accompany- 
ing his body with the motion of my own ; as 
you have fccn people wreathing and twifting 
and biafllng thcmfelves, after a bowl which 
they have juft delivered. 

Not all the refufcitating powers of Mr. Hawes 
can, I fear, have any efFedl ; it was fo long be- 
fore the mob would fufler the hearfe to drive 
away with his body. 

Thus ended the life of Dr. Doddi How 
ihocking, that a man with w^iom I have eaten 
and drunk, ftiould leave the world in fuch a 
manner ! A manner which, fromf«imiKarity,has 
aJmofl ceafed tolhockus, except when our at- 
tention is called to a Perreau or a Dodd. How 
manymen, how many women>how m^yt^^n^, 
and, as they fancy, tender females, withaH their 
fenfibiKties about them, heartihe'ft>unds,by whrcfi 
at this moment I am diftutbed, with as much 
indifference as they hear raoBms and matches 
cried abng the ftreets t The iajt dying fpe^ch^mi 
c99tf^efft(myhirth^parinUige^ and ^ducation^^FsMk^ 
liariiy has even annexed a kind of humour to the 

cry^ 
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oy. We fi^rget that it abrays amioutioes diQ 
death (anil what a death ! } of one fellow bemgi^ 
Jbmetimes of half a dozen, or even Tnen. 

A hdy talks with greater concern of cattle«d;^ 
than of hanging-^day. And her maid contenv-^ 
plates the mournful engraving at the top of a dye- 
ing fpeech, with more indifference than flie re- 
gards the honeft tar bug^ng bifr fweetheart at the 
top of ^' Blackeyed Sufan." All that ftrikes ua 
is the ricficulous tone in which the halfpenny bal- 
hri-fingcr chants the requiem. We little recoP 
feft that, While weare fmifing at the voice of the 
charmer, wives or hufbands (charm fhe never fa 
wifely) children, parents, or friends, pcrhaps^all 
thrfe and more than thefe, as pure from crimes 
38 we, and purer ftill perhaps, are weeping over 
the- crime and pimifhment of the darling and 
fnppoirt of their lives. Still lefe do we at this 
moment (for the printer always gets the ftart of 
the hangman, and onny a man has bought his 
own dyifig-fpeeeh on his return to Newgate by 
virtwe of a reprieve)— ffiU lefs do we a(k our* 
felves, whether the wretch, who, atthemoment 
we hear this (which ou^t to flrike us as an) aw- 
ful found, finds the halter of death about his 
neck, anci now takes the longing farewd, and 
now hears the horfes whipped and encouraged to 
I . draw 



( io8 y 

4raw from under him for ever, the cart which 
ke now, now, now feels depart from his linger- 
ing feet— whether this wretch really deferved 
to die more than we. Alas ! were no fpeftators 
to attend executions but thofe who deferve to 
live, Tyburn would be honoured with much 
thinner congregations. 

I I Ml i n . 

Still Cannon Cofroe-boufc. 

Well — I have made an uncomfortablefort of a 
meal on tea, and now I will continue my con- 
verfation with you, Converfation — a plague on 
words, they will bring along with them ideas ! 
This is all the converfation we muft have toge- 
ther for feme days. Have I deferved the mifcry 
of being abfent from my M, ? To bring proofs 
of my love, would be to bring proofs of myejt- 
iftence. They muft end together. Oh M. docs 
the chafte refolution which I havQ fo religioufly 
obfervedever fincel offered you marriage deferve 
nofmiles from Fortune ? Is then my evil genius 
never to relent ? Had I not determined to deferve 
that fuccefs which it is not for mortals to com- 
mand, I (hould never have ftruggled with my 
paffions as I did the firft time we met after your 
recovery. What a ftruggle ! The time of year, 
the time of day, the fituation, the danger from 

whicb 
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w^hich you were hardly recovered, the nuiiiber 
of months fince wehad met, the langour of your 
mind and body, the bed, the every thing — Ye 
cold-bJooded, white-livered fons and daughters 
of chaftity, have ye no praifes to bellow on fuch 
a forbearance as that ? Yet, when your ftrengtli 
failed you, and grief and tendernefs diflblve^l 
you in my arms -, when yon reclii^ed your cheek 
upon my flioulder, and your warm tears dropt 
into my bofom ; then— who could refrain ?— - 
then-— ' 

What then, ye clay-cold hyper-cri ticks in 
morality? 

Then — even then — ** I took hut one kifs^ 
and I tore myfelf away." 

Oh that I could take only one look, at this 
moment \ 

Your laft fays tht fun will Jkim. . Alas, \ fee 
jno figns of it. Our profpeds feem ihut up for 
ever. 

With regard .to the ftage — wc will talk of it. 
My objeftions are not becaufe I doubt your fuc- 
cefs. Thejr are of a different kind— —the ob- 
jediions of love and delicacy. Be notuneafy 
About my felling out. The ftep was not fo im- 
jp/udent. What think you of orders ? More 
L thaa 
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Ihan once you know you have told me I teve 
too much religion for a foldier. Will you con- 
idefcend to be a poor parfon's wife ? 

But I fhall write to-morrow at this rate* 

LETTER XLV. 
To the Same, 

7 J«'y> 77* 
Since laft night I have changed my mind— 

totally'changed it. I charge you not to fee Mrs^ 

Yates this m<^ning. Write her word your 

mind is changed.. Never will I confent t-o be 

fupported by your labours. Never, never fliall 

your face, your perfon, your accomplifliments 

beexpofed for fomuch an hour. By the living 

God I will riot forgive you if you do not giv^ 

I^P all, thoughts of any-fuch things 

LETTER XL VI. 
'To the Same, 

/ ^o Sept. I777« 

That you* have taken to drawing gives m« 
particular pleafure. Depend upon it you will 
find It fuit your genius. But, in truth, your ge- 

iGtiuS 



f^ius feizes everj^ thing. While your oIdffi^Jtt(f 
is eating his corn, I fit down to tell you this > 
which I would not fay to yoiir face, left you 
(hculd call it flattery. Though you well know 
flattery is a thing in which we never deaU My 
opinion of tha great man's ftile of painting, whey 
condefcends to improve you in drawing, is ex- 
aftly your's. Pofterity will agree with us* Tiie 
fubjedls you recommended to his pencil are fuchi 
as I fliould have expefted from my .M.*s fancy*. 
While I walked my horfe hither this mornings 
two or three fubjefts of different forts occurred 
to m«r All of them would not fult his ftyle.r 
But I know one or two of them would not dif- 
pleafc you^ if well executed. Some o£ tliem I 
will fend you.™ 

Louis xiv. when a boy, viewmg the battle, of 
St. Anthony from the top of Charonnev. Im 
1650, I think.. 

Richard Cromwell, when thePriivcede Conw 
ti, Conde's brother, told him in converhition, 
at Montpelier, without knowing him, that Oli- 
ver was a great man, but that Oliver's Ton was a- 
mifcreant for not knowing how to profit by his- 
lather's crimes. 

L 2 Miltonv 



Milton, when the idea firft flruck him of 
changing his myftery into an epic poem. 

Demoftbenes declaiming in a ftorm. 

William the Conqueror, and his rebellious Coit 
Robert, difcovering each other in a battle ; after 
they, ha J encountered hand to hand for fomc> 
time. 

Charles XII. tearing the Vizir's robe with his 
fpun And again, after lying in bed ten months, 
at Demotica. 

** — — Thoug^h my mother could na fpeak^ 

« She lookM in my face till my heart was like lo break.". 

The Abra of Prior's Solomon, 

" When (bet with modeft rcorn, the wreath returnM^ 
*' ReciinM her Beauteous neck, and inward mourn*d.** 

Our Elizabeth, when fhe gave her Eflex a 
lox on the ear. 

Chatterton's Sir Charles Bawdin, parting 
from his wife — 

« Then tir'd out with raving loud, 

** She fell upon the floor ; 
** Sit Charles exerted all his might, 

" And marcFd from, out the door." 

The Conference of Auguftus, Anthony and 
Lepidus (you are deep in Goldfmith, I know). 
Do you remember the fcene ? Equally fufpicious 
of treachery, they agreed to meet on a littfe 
ifland near Mutina. Lepidus firft paft over.. 

Finding 
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Finding every thing fafe, he made the fignaF.— 
Behold them, yonder, feated on the ground, on 
the higheft part of a defolate ifland, ujiattended, 
fearful of one another, marking out cities and 
nations, dividing the whole world between 
them 5 and mutually refigning to deftruftion, 
agreeably to lifts which each prefented, their 
^ deareft friends, and neareft relations.— Salvator 
Rofa would not make me quarrel with him for 
doing the back ground. Your friend, if any 
©ne living, could execute the figures.^ 

Let me fuggeft <5ne more fabjeff. — Mors- 
mouth's decapitation, in the time' of James if- 
Hiftory fpeaks well of his f^ice and perfon. Th^ 
circumftances of his death are thefc.-— Hedcfired 
the executioner to difpatch him with more fkill 
than he had difpatched Rudel. This only ad- 
ded to the poor fellow's confufien, who ftruck 
an ineffcdlual blow. Monmouth rai fed his face 
from the block, and with a look (wliich I can- 
not defcribe, but the painter muft give) re- 
proached his failure. — By the turn of the head, 
the efFe<9: of tlie blow might be concealed, and 
left to fancy ; who might collect it from the 
faces of the neareft fpeclators.-^— The remainder 
cf the fccnc is too fliockLng for the eye, almoft 
L 3 for 



C n4 ] 

for the ear.— But, I know not how, whenever I 

am away from you, nothing is too (hocking for 

7ne.-^ — Monmouth ^gain laid down his head. 

The executioner ftruck again and agaln^ to as • 

little purpofe ; and, atlaft, threw down the axe. 

The fheriff obliged the man, whofe feelings all 

muft pity aRd refpeft, to renew his attempt* 

Two ftrokes more finifhed ths butchery. 

Were it poflible to tear ofFthislaftfubjeft with- , 

out deftroying half my letter, I really would. It , 

will make you fliudder too much. But, you fee, 
it is not poflible ; and you prefer fuch a letter 
35 this, I know, to none. The paper only af- 
fords me room to fay my horfe is ready. Every 
ftep he carries me from you, will be a ftep from ^ 

happinefs. — My imagination would hxify herfelf 
juflr now, about the manner in which I fhould 
behave, if I were to die as ignominioufly as 
Monmouth. But, as I feel no inclination for 
rebellion, fancy threw away her pains. 

LETTER XLVII. 

To the Same. 

5 FcBrirary, T77S. *^ 

Oh ! my deareft M. what I have gone through 
fince I wifote to you laft night it is impoflible for 

me 
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me to defcribc. Thank God, you were not in 
town-! SuiEce it that my honor and life are both 
as you wifh them. . Now, mine of laft night is 
more intelligible. How ftrange, that thekindeft 
letter almofl you ever wrote me, fhould come to 
me precifely at the time I was obliged to make 
up my mind to quit the world, or, what is more, 
much morcy to quit you ! Yet, fo it was. 

The ftory my letter mentioned, of ^ friend" 
who had received fuch an affront as no human 
being could away with, was my own. Your 
feelings agreed with me, I am fure. Duelling is 
not wha[t I defend. In general, almofl always, 
it may be avoided. But cafes may be put, in 
which it can be avoided only by worfe than death, 
by cverlafting difgrace and infamy. Had I fal- 
len, I know where my laft thoughts would have 
lingered \ and you and your children would 
have had fome tokens of my regard. Be affured 
the matter is for ever at an end, and at an end as 
properly as even you can wifli. How happy fliall 
we be, in yg, or 80 (for before that time we fhall 
furely be bleft with each other !), to have thofe 
friends about us who were privy to this day j 
and to talk over the poflibility of it ! 

H- in 
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ft. in all thy futuris life facred be every fiftfr 
ef February ! 

My mind is too much agitated to write any 
more this evening. T^-morrow I will be more 
particular. My laft I am fure could not alarm- 
you J though, had any thing happened, it would 
have prepared, you. Don't be alarmed by this^ 
Upon my honour ! (with which you know I 
never preface a falfity) I am not hurt; nor, as 
it fince turns out, is the other gentleman— at 
leaft, not materially. 

One trifling circumftance I muft mention. As 
I was determined either to kill or be killed (un- 
lefs fufficient apologies fliould be made), — the 
anly proper y and leaji pernicious^ idea of duellings 
— -I did not fee why I fhould not' recruit my 
ftrength as much as poilible. So,, about three 
o'clock, I took fome cold faddle of mutton and 
brandy and water at my friend^s. After which 
I went home to feal up fome things for you,. 
where my friend was to call for me. - When I 
faw him coming to my door between 4 and 5, I 
had juft wrung the afFe£lioriate hand, of the man- 
I moft value, and committed to his care you and 
your dear little girl-, and my dear fifter, &c. &c. 
Love, honour, revenge, and all my various feel- 
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ings would, in fpite of myfelf, parch my tongue*' 
As I took my hat out of miy dreffing-reom, I filled 
a wine-glafs of water, and drank half of it, to 
moiften my mouth. When I faw that glafs again> 
about an hour ago, on returning to that home^ 
which I never again thought to fee, in order ta 
write to her of whom I thought I had taken my 
laft leave in this world — when I took that glafs 
again into my hand, recollected my feelings on 
ietting it down, and emptied the remainder of 
it« contents, a libation of gratitude to the fuper-. 
intending Providence of Heaven — Oh M. no 
pen, not even your's, can paint my feelings ! 

Only remember — in all our future life^ 
each fifth of February be ever facred I 

LETTER XLVIir. 
To the ,S A M E* 

— — ftrcct, 
. a March, 1778« 

Your going out of town fo fuddenly has not 
ferved to mend my fpirits. But I will be as mer^ 
ry as I can. Were I to be very miferable after 
my late miraculous adventure, I fliould be guilty 
of fu/Iennefs zgzin& Providence. The minute ac- 
count I gave you of it laft week, was, I affure 
you, didlated. to my pen by my feelings, before 

they 
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Aey tiaJ forgotten the afFefting circumffance^* 
Your obfervatioils are truly juft and ftriking^ 
Unpardonable as the affront which I had receivect 
appears to mortal eyes, I fhould not readily, I 
fear, have found an anfwer to the queftion of the 
enquiring angel, on entering the world of fpi* 
yits, " What brings you hither ?'* 

Did I tell you o*Saturday the particulars of 
the poor fellow who fuffered this day fe'nnight 
for murdering Mrs. Knightly ? They are fmgu- 
larv He was an Italian, I underftand. Such ar 
thing is not credible, but of an Italian. 

Mrs. Knightly's account was, that on the i8tb 
©f January Ceppi came into her room, fhe being 
in bed, locked the door, fat himfelf in a chair ; 
and told her he was come to do her bufmefs. She, 
not underftandiag this, afked him to let her get 
out of bed; which he did.. He then took fronv 
his pocket two piftols. She went towards the 
door in order tD get out ; but he fet his back . 
againft it, She^ to appeafe him, told- him he . 
might flay breakfaft. He anfwered he would 
have none, but would give her a good one. She 
then called out to alarm the houfe, ran towards 
the bed, and faid, " pray, don't flioot me !" and 
drew up clofe to the curtains. He followed, ani 

die- 
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ifli'fcharged the piftol ; after which he threw him-^ 
felf acrofs the bed^ and fired the other piftol at 
himfelf, which did not take efFeft. During this, 
a waflierwoman ran up ftairs, and yrith a poker 
broke the bottom pannel of the door, through 
which Mrs. Knightly was drawn half-naked, 
and Ceppi, following, ran down ftairs ; but was 
purfued and taken. In his defence, he faid, he 
had propofed honourable terms of marriage ta 
lier, but that fhe had refufed and deferted him ; 
that he was overcome with grief and love, and 
that his defign was not to hurt her, but toihoot 
himfelf in her prefence. 

. It appears, I am afraid, from allthecircum- 
Aances, that, whatever his defpair meant with r.er 
gard to his own life, he certainly was determined 
to take away hcr's. How unaccountably muft 
Nature have mixed him up ! Befides the crimir 
jiality and brutality of the bufinefs, thcfojiy of 
it ftrikes me. What— becaufe the pejfon, on 
^hoin I hfive fixed my affections, J>,as robj^ed-mc 
<^f happinefs by withdrawing her'sy fliall I let her 
3dd to the injury, by depriving me of ex;iftenQ^ 
^Ifo in this world, and of every thing in the .next ? 
In my opinion, to run the chaace of being mur- 
jdcfed by the iic\y object of her afFedions, or of 
1 mur- 
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inurdcring him, is as little recoiicilable to coni- 
■mon fenfe as. to common religion. How much 
Icfs fo to commit complicated murder, which 
iiiuft cut ofFall hopes in other worlds ! 

Yet, could I believe (which I own I cannot, 
from the evidence in this cafe), that the idea of 
deftroying her never ftruck him till his finger 
Vas at the trigger — that his only intention was 
to lay the breathlefs body of an injured lover at 
her feet— Had this been the faft, however I might 
have condemned the deed, I certainly (hould have 
wept over the momentary phrenzy which com- 
mitted it. But, asnothing appears to have paft 
'which could at all ihake him change his pian, I 
muft (impoffiUe as it feems) fuppofe him to 
have -deliberately formed fo diabolical a plan— ;- 
and muft rejoice that he was not of the fame 
country, while I lament that he was of the fame 
order of beings, with myfelf, < 



If the favour I mentioned to you o*Saturday 
be at all out of courfe, pray don't zik it. Yet the 
worthy veteran I want to ferve has now and then 
feen, things happen not altogether in courfe. 
When he called this morning to learn howl had 
fijycceeded, I obferved to liim, while we were 

talk- 



[ t2L } 

tallting, that he got bald, <« Yes,** &id hc^ 
fhakkig 4iis grey hairs, ** it will happen fo by 
people's continually ftcppingt)vcr one's head." 

He little fufpeded the channel of my applica- 
tion, but he afked ine this monilng, whether 
50I. if he could fcrape it together, properly Aid 
into Mifs — 's liand, might not forward his 
views. My anfwer was, that I had no acquain- 
tance iwith the lady, but I kntwfor certain that 
flie had never in her life foiled her fingers with 
the fmalleft prefent of this fort, 

Happy, bleft, to know you, to love you, and be 
ioved by you ! 

LETTER XLIX. 
To the Sam £• 

HockerilT, 
5 Sept. 177S. 

Here did I fit, more than two years ago, in 
this very room, perhaps in this very chair, thankr 
ing you for blifs, for paradife ; all claim t^ 
vhich I foon after voluntarily refigiicd, becaufe 
I hoped they would foon be mine by claims more 
juft, if poffible, than thofe of love. Two years 
---how have I born exiftence all the while ! But 
<lelicacy, and refpedt for you, -enjoined forbcaf*- 
M ancc. 



affcc. And hope led me on from day to, day, dfe^ 
ceiving time with diftant profpefts which I 
thought at hand. WJhen wiU the tedious joigr** 
^ey end ? Wh^n -witl my weary feet find reft ? 
When (hall I fleep away my fatigues on thedown- 
ibft pillow of the .bofom of love ? Should top^ 
continue to deceive me, you never fhall make mc 
Jiappy, till you niake me your hu$band. Yet, a$ * 
«ve fate upon the grafs, under the trees near the 
twater, y^fterday, juft before jou returned me my 
^ick, becau.fe you jthought the gentleman conu* 
Jng along the pathl>y the mill was a certain per^ 
ion — yet, had I then loofened another button oc 
ftwo of my favoui'ite habit, which was already 
/Opened by the heat j had I then (you remember, 
my Laura, ihe converiatiojti and the fcene) for.- 
gotten my refolution, forgotten everything, and 
riotted in all your glowing charms, which only 
love like mine cou,ld withftand — who is he 
would dare to blame me? Who would dare to 
/ay I had do;ne what he would not have done ? 
But the fcene muft be fliifted^— Sally Harris, 
. you know, arrived only jat the dignity of Pomona 
^t Hockerill. Had my M. her due, mankind at 
large would admit her double claim to the titled 
f)/ Miperya and of Venus, 

To 
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^ TTo fleep here is impofiible. As well expfe^Sk 
the mifer to fleep in the place where he oncd^' 
hung in raptures over a hidden treafure which i** 
now loft* This letter I have an opportunity to 
fend to our old friend, for you^ without taking it 
to town. Let m? fill up the remainder of my pa-^ 
per with an almoft incredible anecJotc I IcarneiJ 
from a gentleman who joined me on the road -this^ 
morning, and travelled feme miles with me.. * It 
happened laft week, I think. Peter Ceppi your 
femember. Surely, that Providence which pre- 
vents the propagation of menfters,'does not fufiiedr 
fii'ch monflrous examples as thefe to propagate.* 

One Empfon, a footman to Dr. Bell,,havingf 
fn vain courted for fome time a fervant belonging 
to Lord Spencer, at laft caufed the bans, to be* 
jilt up in church, without her confent; whicb 
flie forbad. Being thus difappointed, he medi- 
tated revenge ; and having got a perfon to write 
a* letter to her, appointing a meeting, he con- 
trived to way-lay her, and fiirprize her in Lord' 
Spencer's park. On her fcreaming, he dif- 
charged a piftol at her, and made his efcape.- 
The ball wounded her, but not mortally. 

Oh love, love, can'ft thou not be content to- 

make fools of thy flaves, to make them miferable. 

Ma ti> 
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to make them what thou picafeft f Mufi thoa 
alfo goad them on to crimes ! muft thou convert 
them into devils, hell-hounds \ 

L E t T E R L; 

To the Sawi. . 

' ■ (tttetf 
' sS Jan. 1779*^ 

Tbefliort note I wrote to you laft night, int- 
mediately on my reaching town, you receivedyl 
hope. But why no anfwe^r to it ? Why do you 
not fay when we ihali meet i I have ten thou* 
lands things to tell you. My fituation in Nor- 
folk is lovely. Exaftly what you lik€. Thepar- 
fonage-houfe may be made very comfortable at a 
trifling expencc. How happily fhall we fpend 
. our time there ! How glad am 1 that I have 
taken orders, and what obligations have I to my 
dear B, to Mr. H. and Dr. V. ! Now, my hap- 
pinefs can be deferred no longer. My chara<Ser 
and profeffion are, now, additional weights in the 
fcale. Oh then, confent to marry me direiWy.. 
The day I lead you to the altar will be the hap- 
picft day of myexiltcnce. 

Thanks,- a thoufand thanks for your tender 
and afFedtionate letters while I was in Norfolk, 
Be aiTured G. could mean nothing by what fhe 

faid« 
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•fcidi She Is our firm friend, I am perfuadedl' 
About an hour ago, I called there ; but flie was 
out. Prefently Ifliall go again with tfeis, in the' 
hope of hearing fomcthing about you. 

Oh M. ! every day I live J do but difcoVer more 
and more how impoilible itis fof me to livcJ with- 
out you. 

Don't forget the 5th of next month, Wc mn/i' 
. keep that day facred together.- 

L E T T E R LL 

To the Same.. 

— -*-w ftrcev 
7 Feb. 1779. 

While I live I will. never forget your behavioui^ 
yefterday. Were I to live an hundred years, E 
could never thank you enough. But, your wilt 
fie done. 

Thetaflc you have fetme about Chatterton is* 
only a further proof of your regard for me. You 
know the warmth of my pallions j and you think,. 
if I do not employ myfelf, they may flame out 
and cofifume me. Well then, I will fpend a 
morning or two in arranging what I have col-- 
leftcd refpeding the author of Rowley's poems.- 
Every fyllableyou will read lafiure you {hall be 
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" Did you ftart at '' The author of Rowley V po^ 
cms ?" My mind does not now harbour a doukt 
that Chatterton wrote the whole, whatever I 
thought when we read them together at H. The 
internal evidence of the matter fhall not puzzle 
you, but you (hall tell me whether you don't t 

think it ealier for Chatterton to have imitated the 
ftyle of Rowley's age (which he has not done ex- 
a6^1y, if you believe thofewho think as I think), 
than for Rowley to write in a ftyle which did I 

not exift till fo many ages after hi^ time. Ta 
fuppofe him to have found half, and to have ad-- 
dcdto them — or to confider him as a cat's paw 
in the bufinefs to fome cotemporary Rowley, in 
order to extricate a fidlitious Rowley from obli- 
vion, would in my humble opinion be nonfenfe. 
For my own part, though he might find fome old 
MSS.. I cannot believe he found a fy liable which 
he has attributed to Rowley. Who will engage 
to prove, from internal evidence, the antiquity of 
tf;/y orje of Rowley's compofitions T What Re 
did find certainly fuggeffed to him the idea of 
pretending to have found" more ; but how ffiall 
we peifuade credulity to believe that all RowIey*^s 
poems were copied from old MSS. when the only 
MSS. produced in confirmation of the ftory are 
iadifputably proved to be modern ? Is any one 

fool • 
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■fool enough* to believe C. was the only blind, 
fubterraneous channel, through which thefe 
things were to emerge to day, and float for ever 
down the ftream of fame ? This (without mcrt- 

. tiohing other obje<ftions to fuch a ridiculous he- 

. lief) were to fuppofe two people to determine on 
thd fame ft range conduft, and two people (the 

. leal and the fofter father) to keep with equal fide- 
lity the fame fecret. And would the fofter father 
have been as fond and careful of another's le- 
cret, as of the offspring of his own invention I 
It is not clear to me that C.'s life (if fuch- a 

. fcrap of exiftcnce can be called a life) does not 
exhibit circumftances ftill more extraordinary, if 

. poflible, than his being the author of Rowle^^'s 
poems. But I poflcfs not the abilities which 

. Johhfon difplayed in his famous life of Savage : 
nor is this a formal life of Chatterton j though 
fuch a thing might well employ even the pen of 

. Johnfon^ This is only an idle letter to my dear M. 

. — Oh, my M. you,. who contributed fo liberally, 
laftyear, to extricate from diftrefs the abilities of 
aj— 5 what would you not have done for a Chat* 

. terton ! 

Thomas Chatterton, defi'm'd to puzzle at leaft, 
if not to impofe upon, the ableft critics and anti- 
i^uarians which tb^moft poliihed age of England 

ha$ 



fias produced, was born at Briftol , Nov. 20, i'75l# 1 

His father had been mafter of the free-fchool In 
Pile-ftreet in that city,- and was fexton of St,- 
'Mary RedclifFc church. Biftorycondefcends not 
to relate any thing morie of fuch an ignoble fa- 
mily, than that they had been fextons of the fame^ 
church for near a century and an half. 

It fcems to have been determined by fortune 
that this poor lad, I ought rather to fay this ex- 
traordinary human being, fhould have no obliga- 
tion but to genius and to himfelf. ^ His father, as 
he was a fchoolmafter, and is reported to have been- ' 

a tolerable poet for a fexton, might perhaps have 
given his fon a free-fchool education, had he lived- 
to fee him old enough for inftrudion. The fex- 
ton died very foon after, if not before, the birth 
ef his fon; who indifputably received no other 
education than what he picked up at a charity 
fchool at a place called St. Auguftine's Back in; 
Briftol. Reading, writing and accounts, compo- 
fcd the wholie circleoffciences which were taught 
at this univerfity of our Briftol Shakefpear. 

On the ift of July, 1767, he was articled clerk 
to an attorney of Briftol, whom I have not be^n- A 

. able to find out. From him,. I undcrftand, has ' 

been procured a ftrange, mad MS. of Chatter-- 

tOn, which he called his wiJL * 

. •• When. 
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When the new feridge at Brifidl was fimflie4» 
there appeared, in Farly 's Briftol Journal, an ac- 
count of the ceremonies on opening the old 
bridge (the piece is prefixed to the volume of 
Ghatterton's Mifeellanies), preceded by thefc 
words: — " To the Printer. Oa. i, 1768. The 
" following description of the fryars' firfl: paiffing 
** over the old bridge,, taken from an old MS. 
** may not at this time be unacceptable to the ge* 
*? neralityofyour readers. .Your's, Dunhelnuis 
" Briftolienfis." Curiofity at laft traced the In- 
fertion of this curious memoir to Chatterton. To 
the threats of thofe who treated him (agreeably 
' to his age and appearance] as a child, he returned 
nothing but haughtinefs and a refufal to give any 
account. T<yihi]dcr ufage and many promifes 
. the boy, after fome time, confeffed that he had 
received that and other MSS. from his father, 
which he had found in an iron cheil placed by 
William Canny nge (the founder of the church 
of which C.'s family had fo long been fextonyj 
in a muniment room over the northern portico 
of St. Mary RedclifFe. Warton (in his hiftorjc 
' of Englifli poetry) fays when this appeared he 
was about feventeen. Days are more material in 
C.'s life than years in the lives of others^ He 
wanted, you fee, fomething of fixteen.. — One 
XaiS is curious, that, though k was not poffible 

. for 
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Tot Iifm to have picked up Latin at a cKarity-- 
fchool where Latin was not taught, his note t^ 
the printer has, for no apparent reafon, a Latin* 
fignature, Dunhelmus Briftolienfis. This Latin' 
certainly was not Rowley's. It muft htive been-- 
C^.'s. The memoir procured C. the acquaint- 
ance of fome gentlemen of Briftol, who, becaufr 
f hey condefcended to receive from him the com- 
pofitions which he brought them, without giving 
him much, if any thing, in return, fondly ima-' 
gined themfelves the patrons of genius* Mr- 
Catcott and Mr. Barrett^ a pewterer and a fur-^ 
geon, of his obligations to whom you will fee 
him fpeak in his letters, were bis principal, 'i0 
not his only patrons. To thefe gentlemen he^ 
produced, between Oft. 1768, and April 177a 
(befides many things which, he confefled to be 
his own, and many which, in the interval, ap-^ 
peared in the Town and Country Magazine)^ 
all Rowley's poems, except the ** ballad of Cha- 
ritie." Of thefe only two, I think, and thofe the 
fliorteft, he pretended to be the original MSS. 
The reft v^ere tranfcripts, in his own hand j of 
fome of which he acknowledged himfelf die au- 
thor. Concerning thefe curiofities no diftinft or 
fetisfaftory account, by friend or enemy, by 
threat or promife,, could ever be drawn from him. 

. Foi 
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%or thefe curiofities how much he received fronl 
rjiis Briftol patrons does not appear. His patrons 
J© not boaft of their gejaerofity to him. They 
iCatcott at leaft) ;received no inconfiderable fum 
ibr Rowley's poems; nor has the fale of thenl 
:turned out badly. In confequence of the money 
got by poems which Chatterton certainly brought 
to light, which I firmly believe C. to have writ- 
ten, his mother acknowledges to have received 
ithe immenfe fum of five guineas, by the hands of 
^r. Catcott J and Mr. Barrett, without fee oc 
reward, cured the whitlowed finger of the fitter^ 
Talk no more of the negle(3: of genius in any age 
' vor country, when, in this age and country, Row- 
jey's poems have produced fuch fortunes to the 
author and his family. Should I ever appear iri 
yrintoo this fubjeft, I would publlckly call up- 
^n the gentlemen concerned in this tranfacSion^ 
to ftate theix accounts. 

Has not the -world a right to know what Cat- 
cott fairly bought of Chatterton (he does not 
pretend to have bought all^, and what was the 
fair purchafe-money of thefe ineftimable trest- 
/"ures ? Let us know what the editors of Row- 
Jey*s poems gave and received for them, and 
«vhat the fale of them has produced ? Is the foh 
iobe declared guilty of fofgery ? Are his forge- 

^erieg 
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- tTcs to he Converted into f Itelieve, no inconfide- 
rablc fums of) money ? And is the mother and 
fifter's ihare to be five guineas? 

Either mean envy of C.'s extraordinary ge- 
nius, or manly abhorrence of his deteftable death, 
leads almoft every perfon, who talks or viTites 
about this boy, to tell you of his fhocking profli-v 
gacy andliis total want ©f principle. One r^v^-* 
rend antiquarian of Cambridge has gone fo far as 
to tell thofe of whom he has made enquiries con- 
cerning him, that his death was of little confe-* 
quence, fince he could not long have efcaped 
hanging. C. never did any thing which merited 
hanging, half fo much as is merited by that doc- 
tor of the charitable religion of Chrift, who can. 
dare to advance fuch an uncharitable aflertion 
^without a fhadow of probaiility. . Who knows bttt 
this venerable feer, in his next vifion, may 
choofe to difcover that I fhall live to be hanged ; 
may fee your H. gibbeted in perfpeftive ; be- 
caufe my indignation refcues fuch i^ villain as 
poor Chatterton from his monkifh bigotry ? 

When C. lefy this world in Auguft 1770, he 
wanted as many months as intervene between Au- 
jguftand November to compleat his i8th year. 
If into fo fmall a fpace he had contrived to croud 
much profligacy and much want of principle, 

fome 
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fome perhaps fnay be afctibed to'his yo«t!i> ^tA- 
fomc to want of friends. Johnfon, I remember, 
defends even the life of Savage, which differed 
firom'Chatterton's in moredrcumflances than its 
length, by fome fuch obfervation as this j that 
the fons of affluence are improper judges of his 
•conduft, and that few wife men will venture to 
difirm they fliould have lived better than Savage 
m Savage^s fituation. Do profligate and unprin-^ 
'aphd^ fome of the tendereft epithets vouchfafbd 
|)opr Chatterton, m^n difhoneft or undutiful^ 
•an unkind brother or an unfeeling child ? The 
dulleft enemies of hrs genius can produce n<» 
proofs of any fuch crime. Some papers I (hall 
fend you will contain the fullell proof of the ne- 
gative. Do they mean that, being a yioung man, 
he was addiSed to women ; that, being a youth 
of fuch an imagination, he was uddificd to wo- 
men like all youths of ft rong imaginations ? D<* 
the epithets mean that he exhibited thofe dam- 
fiable proofs of his crimes which Boiigainvillp 
exported info the coantayxjf Omiab ? The proofs 
(if th^re were any, which his bedfellow at his 
firft lodging in town deiiics) d«ly fliow he was 
unlucky. The crimes m«ft be admitted, D3 
they mean that, writi«g*o procure bread forhina- 
id\\ his mother and his filler^ li1b wrote on any 
N " fi4s 
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MtznA Oil any fubjejfl: which would afibrd bread ? 
The crime mufl: perhaps be admitted. Yet, let 
rot older men, who may poffibly themfelves, in 
tfais fetife of the words, be a little unprincipled, 
a little profligate, head the advanced guard cf 
veterans who are to attack this infant Hercules 
in his cradle. And let it be remembered that, 
in the "Memoirs of a Sad D^g," figned Harry 
Wildfire, infcrted in the Town and Country Ma- 
gazine, where Chatterton evidently fate to his own 
pencil for two or three features, there is thi$ 
paflage 

* *' As I knov» t%£ irt cfCtirlifm pretty well, I make a tolerable 
tiandofit. But, Mr. Printer, the late profecution agaijift the 
box>kfeU«rs havinjg frightened them all out of their patnotifm, I 
am nzceilltated either to write for the entertainmejit of the pub- 
lic, or in defence of the mlnSftry. As I have fome little remains 
<>f confcience, the latter U not very agreeable. Political writinjg^ 
of either fide Is oi little Tcrvke to the entertainment or inftrudion 
>of the reader^ Abufe ^nd fcurrility are generally the chief figures 
in the language of party. I am not of the opinion of thofe aiH> 
thors who deem every Qian in place a rafcal^ and every man out of 
f lace a patriot.^ 

In thie preface to Chatterton's Mifcellanies, 
we are even affured tfcat ** his profligacy was at 
leajt ^^ 2i% confpicucits as his abilities." p. 18. 
Indeed ! Then do I believe he was the moft pro- 
iRigate mortal of his cgc (I had almoft faid, of 
»r*y agc^ that ever exiftcd. The aimirabl$ Chricb" 

Un 
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ffH ^Adventurer, N. 8rj bears no eompariioH 
vtith C- either as to the forwardnefs or the great-- 
iVtfs of his abilities ; ftill lefs in point of educar' 
tfon, for he ftudied at St. Andrew's in Scotland 
till h^ was above three years older than C. ^va*' • 
at the time of his death. 

The infinuations thrown out by the editor of * 
Chatterton's Mifcellanies, and even by Mr* . 
Warton againft the ekgant writer at Strawberry- : 
hill, are certainly not founded. To impute • 
Chatterton's death, in 1770, to the perfon who» 
in 1768 refufed to believe that fome of his com- . 
pofitions had been written 300 yeats befofc, were 
to treat others ffill more uncharitably, if it be 
poffible, than Chatterton has been treated. Mr. 
Walpole is by no means blameable for the life or 
the death of Chatterton* ► 

• Yet even Mr. Walpofc cannot Mp regretting that he wa» 
n.ot better acquainted with Cbatterton^s << fierce and untameabkr 
** fpirit, his confcloufoeftf of fuperior abilities, his inattention to» 
<♦ woildly difcretion^ his fcorn of owing fubfiftcnce or reputatioft , 
**^ to any thing but the ebullitions of his own genius.'* (** a let-- 
** tcr to the editor of Chatterton> Mifcellanies," printed at 
Strawberry-hill, 1779.) Even he cinnot help lamenting that he 
did not « contribute to refcue fuch a fpirit from itfeW, its word: 
** enemy." Still, this writer, no lefs humane than elegant, joina. 
the general cry aguinft the morals of Chatterton* But weieor 
were not all the crimes which can be pioved againft this poor bof 
any thing more thoa the univer(Ul foibles of youth f To perfifl 
Ji % t^r»- 
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. Has Ac reverend Mr. Thomas Wafton anjr 

thing to urge againft the vanity or the prefum^- 

tioB of this poor boy ? He ihould furely have re- 

/ membered 

tll«refoit to charge him^wkh thofecrkne^) i»-it anj; thing more- 
thati to accufe him of his youth ? And pure ihoutd be that mouth 
of. age which ventures fuch an accufation j for it may be remem- 
bered (the editor protefts he meant not the moft diftant applica- 
tion in the prefent day) that when, in the year 1740* on the fca- 

aicn'a hill, MtJloraccWalpolerefte^diippn theyouth of Pitt, that 
great man replied, he would not undertake to determine whether- 
youth might juftly be imputed as a reproach j. but this be would 
affirm, that the wretch> who£e age haa only added ob(tinacy to« 
ftuprdity, ia furely the oljea of ehher abhorrence or contempCv* 

I aitd deieeves not that his grey haiis Aot^Jdi pretcii^ him from in-, 
£uit» : that m^/ch more it he to be abhorred, who, as he has ad- 
vanced^ in age^ has receded from virtue, and. becomes more wicked. 
with lefs temptation.— Still, this patron of 0/fian, and rejedo^ 
•f 'ChatterCoo', does not hefitate to affirm, rathn lnirjh^y% that 
^ all of the hou/e of forgery are relations ; and that« though it 
** be juft to Chatterton's memory to fay his poverty never made 
^ him claim kindred with the richeil or moft enriching branches, 
*' yet that his ingenuity in counterfeiting ftyles, and, he (W) hc^ 
** //>v«, hands, might cafily have led him to tliofe more facile 
«* imitations of profe, promifjry notes." But furely it ftould 
have been remembered that, in the preface to the firft. edition of 
the Oafiie: of OtrantOy not a %*s produ^oh, we are folemnly told 
it was found in tlie " library of an ancient catholic family in the 
«' north ot England, and was printed at Naples, in the black let- 
" tcr, in the year 15^9 j" that wc are told, in the preface to the 
fecond edition, " the honourable author flaiters himfelf *« he 
** ibdll ai>|;»ear cxcufeable Ua having, ofiered his. woik to the world. 

« undVi 
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membefed what the reverend Dr. Jofcph War- 
ton thought proper to tell the world of almoft 
ail his brother's writings, and even of his own? 
" Ode to Fancy." % 

Let me now make yo« acquainted with the 
iodi^utable hiftory of this boy till he left Brif- 
tol. As he fays, in his '* ftory of Canynge^" 

In »I1 bis ilieepen ginib As, and chhiU^s play. 
At every merry-making, fair or wdke, 
} kenn a purplei light of wifJom's ray j 
He are down learning with the waftie cake* 
As wife as any ef thu aidermeny 
He'd wit enough to make a maiyof at ten* 

Bcattre has hardly been able to invent a more 
ftriking pidtureof hisminftrel, than is exhibited 
of C- in a letter written by his fifter, laft year, 
to a gentleman whe defired her to recollcdt every 
ci re urn fiance concerning him, however trifling it 
might feem to her. The letter is lent to me, with 

*• under the borrowed perfonage of a tranllitor/'— He fliould not 
f« %ery uncharitably condemn th» forgery, whofc refpedlable ex- 
ample gave a fiin^ion to it, and might pelUbly Aiggeft the original 
idea of it — for when C. ridicules Mr, W. in the ftory of •« Harry 
«* Wildfire," he calls him Baron Oiranto : And, in the February 
before C.'s deceit began, Mr. W. publiihcd " Hiftorie doubts on 
<• the life and reign of Richard iii." which C, perhaps confideted 
as a bolder attempt than the creation of Rowley, TheEdltorn 

J Warton's *< EH'ay on the Writings and Genius of Pope/' 
C«opcr. J756. p. 33;a43, &G. 

N 3 m^fcny 
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niiany charges of cace* Pray Be carefuf ofi'tr. Im 
tranfcribing ity you- will naturally prrferve the 
falfe fpellings and ftbps. Let C's filler tell her 
own flory in her own way. Sir Hbrace War- 
pool, for Mr^ H. Walpole,.&e. ftamps authenti— 
eity on- her artlefs tale. The anxiety fhown im 
this letter to prove ** he was a lover ©f truth* 
from the earlieft dawn of reafon," is owing to* 
what thefo two poor women ^the mother and fif- 
ttr) have heard about deceit, impoflor- 2indfor^ 
gery. ForChatterton's fake,, the Englifh Ian-- 
linage (hould add another word to its diftionary v 
and Ihoiild not fuiFer the fame term to fignify a> 
crime for which a man fufFersthe moft ignomi^ 
nious punifliment, and the deception of afcrib-^ 
ing a falfc antiquity of two^or thiee centuries to* 
Gompofitions for which the author's name de-- 
ibrves to live for ever. Suffer me to aik what the 
prudery of our critics would have faid had the' 
long to iOElJa, or the choruf to Godwin, been^ 
produced by Mr. Warton's nephew, or by a re- 
lation of Mr. Walpole ? Should we then have' 
been ftunned in this manner v/ith repetitions ofi 
impoftor and forgery ? The fins ®f the forgery 
und the impoftor would then have been boaftcd^ 
by the child's moft diftant relations, unto the 
thiru and fourth generations. Is Lady A. L. ac- 

cuf^' 
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(i^dkdof/orgetyfor hef « AuW Robin Gray.?'** 
Is Macpherfon's name mentioned in the fame' 
ftntence with* this unfeeling word fargtry^ even' 
6y thofe who- believe Macpherfon and Offian tw 
Be the fame ? " When a rich man fpeafceth,"' 
fiiys the fon of Sir^ch (you fee I have not taken> 
erders in vain), '* every manholdeth- his tongue : 
and lo ! what he fays is extolled to the clouds : 
but if a poor man fpeak, they fay, " What fel- 
low is this ?— For the fame reafon the letter is 
eareful to mention the copy book covers, which^ 
C told Catcott, &c. were, many of them, Row* 
ky*s MSS. But you will recollea that the fa- 
ther, by whom thefe MSS. are faid to have becn> 
sut up fox this purpofe, washimfelf abitof a/^^?/,. 
A gentleman, who ikw thefe two women laffc 
year, declares he will nottse fure they might nob 
cafily have been made to believe that injured juf- 
tice demanded their lives at Tyburn^ for being. 
«he mothei* and fifter of him who v^ras^ fufpefted to> 
have forged the poems of Rowley. Such terror 
bad the humanity of certain curious enquirers 
impreflfed upon their minds, by worrying them to 
declare the truth, the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth about the /^r^^ry— rStrange-fated- 
Chatterton ! Hadft thou pofleiTcd fewer and lefs 

emineu;^ 
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€tAitieht abilities, the world would ndw give 
thee credit for more and for greater abilities. 

With regard to the fadt, the mother and lifter 
cither believe, of' pretend to believe, with the- 
pewterer,^ that all Rowley's poems came out of 
the old cheft in the chwchr The cafe is, none 
of the three knows any thing of the matter^ 
Moft readily I admit that, if Chatterton be an- 
impoftor (i. e. the wonderful human being I 
firmly believe him) he impofed upon every foul 
who knew him. This, with me, is one trait of 
his greatnefs. 

It has been thought that murders and other 
crimes are pointed out to difcovery by the finger 
of Providence, But ** God's revenge againfl 
murder" i-s, in facSl, only the' fociablenefs of 
man's d i fpofition . That we may have been wi fe^* 
ly made thus for this purpofe, among others, I 
do not deny. But Tyburn would fee fewer exe- 
cutions were man a lefs fociable animal. It is not 
good for him to be alone. Joy or forrow, vil- 
lainy or otherwife, we muft have ficietyiy we muji 
communicate it. Man, in fpite of grammar, is a 
noun adjeftivc Does any one admire Junius for 
iaying that his fecret fliould die with him, and 
for keeping his word ? But this was only faying 
•ixc vjrould not enlarge the circle of th«)fe to whom 

his- 
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his fecret was already known ; for, that he w«Sj^ 
as he fays, *' the fole depofitary of his own (ie- 
cret," I cannot think* The original letters are 
clearly written in a ^male hand— But, Junius^ ' 
is now known. 

Let any man, at any time of life, make an ex- 
periment of not communicating to a lingle indi« 
yidual, during twelve months, a fmgle fcheme, 
a fingle profpeft^ a fingle circumftance refpefting. 
himfelf. Let him try how it is to. lock up evcryTr 
thing, trifling or ferious, fad or merry,, withini. 
bis own folitary breafh There are eafier taiks*. 
-I— This boy did it during his whole life* 

Very few fuch^men as John the Painter* have: 
appeared in. the world, from whom his fecret waS{ 
only ftolea-by the traiterous hand. of fricodibip*. 
No fuch human being as this boy„ at aay perioi^. 
of lifcj has ever been known, or poffibly ever* 
will be known- The Spartan lad- was far infe- 
rior,, 

* Don't fmile at my lugging In John the Painter, tSl] yott con-^ 
fider how it applies HisTccrecy was wonderfu], yet lefs wonder^ 
ful than C.^s in exa£l proportion as his fecret was more criminal 
and went more to his Ufe.-— But you will not deny to be odds 
what I know for a fa£^, that» among his papers, were fome ohfer- 
vations on Rowley's poems : if they have not been deftroyed, they; 
might futely be publiihed.. They could not endanger our dock-> 
jrards, though written by John the Painter.— Can't you give ft» 
hint of this kind, fone day, at your hottfe I Moft. probably b0t 
h^ them*- 
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Tibf, and tliat was the effecft of education. PM-^ 
manazar and D'Eon are not to be compared T^itlt 
' him. That, at his timid and fociable age, whert 
other children are almoft afraid to be left alone, 
C. fliould wrap his arms round him, ftand aloof 
fixrm the whole world, and ncvef lean upon a 
fingle individual for fociety in his fchemes (iir 
fchemes, too, neither odious nor crimmal), is with* 
me afmoflf more more wonderful than the fchemes 
which r firmly believe him, without any afBft- 
5mce, to have planned and executed. It (hall make 
7t trait in the charadter of a general, if he have 
ftrength of mind enough not to communicate 
his plan« to his firft favourite, till the communi- 
tion rs no longer dangerous. Shall not a boy of 
eighteen, of fevcnteen, of Jixteeriy have merit for 
iecrecy mu<:h more Angular ? 

In this letter, from which I will detain yoa 
no longer, you will find his filler mentions fome 
books {he fent him to London. She told me many 
of them were in languages and in hands (typei 
/he meant), which Ihe could not underftand — 
that they were numerous — and that with thenv 
flie fent a catalogue of the books he had read to 
the amount of many hundreds. 

To this I (hould add, that, when C. tells t'aQ 
ftorj of Jjina Brokttge in a ktter to the Town-. 

aiifi 



i H3 ] 

andCountry Magazine, dated " Briftol, Jan, j^ 
J 770." — at the conclufion, Ajlrea writes thus : 
— " Having told you I do not like this uncivilizea 
*^ Briftolian, you may imagine a tendrejfe for 
** forae other has made his faults more confpicu- 
** ous. You will not be far from the truth.. A 
^* young author who has read more than Magltahe'* 
** chiy and wrote more love letters than Ovid, is 
continually invoking the Nine to defcribe me.'* 
In one part of the fitter's letter, you will n6t 
fail to recoUeft Drydcn, who fpeaks of the alli^ 
ance between underftanding and madnefs.— I am 
fure that love and madnefs are near relations. 

<< C0DC10US9 0/ my own inabilttys to write to a maa of betters* 
vAnd reludlant to engage in the painfull recollection of the partU 
culars of the life of my dear dec^afed brother, together with the 
allftate of health IVe enjoyed Ifioce it has been required of vaa^ 
Are, Sir» the real caufes of ray not writing foooer. But I am in«> 
wited to write as to a friend, rnfpired vyith the facred name^ I will 
forget the incorrefinefs of my epiftel and proceed. 

My brother very ^arly difcover*d a thurll for prehemlnence I 
remember before he was 5 years old he would always prefide over 
his playmates as their mafler and they his hired fervants. He was 
dull in learning not knowing many letters at 4 years old and al- 
ways objeAed to read in a fmail book. He learnt the Alphabet 
from an old Folio mufick book of father's my mother was then 
bearing up for waft paper, the capitals at the beginning of the 
verfes. I aflifted in teaching him. I recoiled nothing remarlt- 
able till he went into the fchool, which vi^as in his Sth year. £x« 
opting his promileiog ^ly motlier and me a deal of £ncry whea 
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grew «p as a reward of her care. About hU loth jfear ht be** 
^an (wkh the trrfte my mother allowed him for pocket money) to 
iiifc ^ooks from the circulating library and we were informed by 
■the uiher made rapid progress in arithmatick* Between his i it|i 
«nd I2th year he wrote a caterlogue of the books he had read t« 
the number of 70^ Hiftory and divinity were the chief fubje^» 
liis fchool mates informd us he retired to read aC the hours allottdl 
€or play. At i« yean old he was confirmed by the Bifliop» he 
made very fenciable ferious remarks on the awfollnefs of the ce.- 
«emony and his own feelings and conviAIens during it. Sooa 
jfter this in the week he was door-keeper he made fome verfes on 
the laft <hryy I tHink about iS lines, paraphrafed the 9 chapter of 
Job and not long after f>me chapters in Ifaiah. He had been 
gloomy from the time he began to learn> but we remarked he was 
.-more chearfull after he began to write poetry. Some faterical 
peicis we faw icon after. His intimates in the fchool were bitt 
^w and they foHd lads 9ftd except the next neighbour's forts I 
-fcnow of none acquaintance he had out. He was 14 the 20th 
i»f Novr. and bound af prentice the ift of July following. Soon 
«fter his apprenticefiiip he eorrdTponded with one of his fchool 
mates that had been his bedAIIowy and was I believe bound to a 
merchhant at New-York. He read a letter at home that he 
^rote to his friend, a colleffion of all the hard words in the £ng« 
lift language, and reqaefted htm to anfwer it« He was a lover of 
truth from the earlyeft dawn of reafon, and nothing would move 
Isim fa much as being bely*d. When in the fchoot we were in- 
formed by the after, his niafter depended en his verafity on all 
loccatrons. Till this tSme he was remarkably indifi^crent to ft' 
tittles. t>ne day he was remailLttag tome the tendency fever ftudy 
'Jiad'to four the temper and declared he had always fcen all tire 
fc]^ with equal indifference but thofe that nature made dear, he 
lihought of makeing an acquaintance with a girl in the neighbour* 
liobd, (bppolHng it might foften the aufterity of temper ftudy had 
"Vtatiood, he wrote a potm to her and they commenced corrlf- 

pending 
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^ndiQg acqtuuntance* About this time the p«rchmfot»l)cIong<*.. 

I in^ to my father that was left of covering his boys books, my bro-^ 

ther carried to the office. He would often fpeak in great rapture^ 

I . of the undoubted fuccefs of his plan for future life. He was in- 

troduced to Mr. Barret, Mr. Catcot, his ambition increased dayly« 
His fpirits was rather uneycn. fome times fo gloom'd that for 
many days together he would fay very little and that by conftra'nr. 
At other times exceeding chearfull. When in fpirits he wo -Id 
injoy his rifing fame, confident of advancement he would promife 
my mother and me fliould be partakers of his fuccefs. Mr. Bar- 
ret lent him many books on furgery and I beleive he bought man/ 
fnore as I remember to have packt them up to fend to him wher^ 
anXondon and no demand was ever made for them. About thi^ 
time he wrote feveral faterical poems, one in the papers on Mr* 
Catcot's putting the pewter plates in St. Nicholas tower. He 
began to be univeifally known among the young men^ He bad 
many cap acqnaintaace but I -am confident but few intima'es. Ac 
gbout 17, he became acquainted with Mr. Clayfield, diftiller ia 
. Callle-ftreet, who lent, him many books on aftronomy. Mr. Ca- 
tor. likewife afllfted him with books w that fubjcft. ftom thence 
he applyd himfelf to that ftudy. His "hours in the office was froni , 
S ia the morning to 8 in the evening. He ha<f little of his maf- 
ters bufinefs to do. fometimes not 2 hours in a day, which gave 
him an opportunity to piirfue his genius. He boarded at Mr. 
L^mterts,' but we faw him moft evenings before ^ o'clock ^nd- 
■would in general flay to the limits of his time which was jo^ 
' o'clock. He was feldom 2 evenings together without feeing U3. 
i had almofl: forgot to add, we had heard him frequently fay that 
hi fbupd he ftudied he(l toward the full of the moon and would' 
often fit up all night and write by mo^n light* " A few monthi 
be/ore he left Briilol he wrote letters to feveral hookfeliers ia? 

\ London J believe to learn if there was any probility of his getting 

An employment there but that I can't afSrm as the fubje^l was a 
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lecfet at home. Me wrote one letter to Sir Horace Warpoof, tn#: 

except his corrifpondence with Mifs Rumfey, the girl I before 
mentioned, I know of no other. He would frequently walk the' 
Collcdge green with tJie young gifls that ftatedly paraded there t» 
ihcw their finery. But I realy beleive he was no debauchee (tho 
fome have reported it), the dear unhappy boy had faults enougli 
J faw with concern, he was proud and exceedingly impetiouc but 
chat of venality he could not be juftly accufed with. Mrs. Lam- 
bert informed me not z months before he left Briftol> he had 
never been once fobnd out of the office in the ftated hours as they 
frequently fent the footman and other fervanta there to fee Nor 
ibut once ftayd out till 1 1 o*cIock ; then he had leave> as we en« 
tertained fome friends at our houfe at Chriftmas. 

Thus Sir have I given you, as before the great fearcher of hearti, 
the whole truth as far as my memory have been /aithfull the par* 
ticulars of my dear brother. The tafk have been painfull, and 
forwantof earlyer recolIe£b'on much have been nay the greateft 
part have been loft. My mother joins with me in heft refpe^« 
which conclude me^ Sir 

Brlftol. your very humble fervant, 

Somerfetfliire fquare. Mary Newton.**. 

Sept. 22, 177s. 

To proceed with fome fort of regularity, you 
will next read the earlieft produftion of Chatter- ' 
ton which I have been able to find. It is tran- 
fcribed from an old pocket-book in his mother's 
pofleiSon. it appears to be his firft, perhaps his 
only, copy of it j and is evidently his hand wri- 
ting. By the date he was eleven f years and 

almoft 

'J- Tickell, In the preface to Addifon*s works, fpeaks of his ac* 
M ^PUAt of the greateft Engllib poetij* fruited in the mjfcellaiiie8» 

vbtk 
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ilmoft five months old. It is not the mdft' pL^ 
traordinary performance in the world ; but^ fronfif 
the circumftance of Chatterton's parentage and- 
education, it is unlikely, if npt impoflible, th^ 
fce fhould have met with »ny ailiftance or correc- 
tion. Whereas, when we read the ode wbjftli 
Pope wrote at twelve, an j another of Cowley ,^t 
thirteen, we are apt to fufpeft a parent, friend^ 
(Dr tutor, of an amiable difhonefly, of which, w^' 
feel, perhaps, that we fhould be guilty. Suipi-' 
cions of this nature touch not Chatterton. H«i 
knew no tutor, no friend, no parent— at leaft no* 
parent who could corre<ft or aflift him. Thi$ 
poem appears to have been aimed at fomebodyv 

tlfbVe be VHiiyoun^. In the works this poem is dated April i694»> 
A friend airured me has feen it in a mifceliany, with this xecom* 
snendationy " written by Mr. Addifon, vobtn be wat only twenhf^^ 
ffuen.** Some recommendation is required by a poem which con-- 
diides with thefe four lines (Addifon's works, 4to. ToAfon,* 
972i>yoi. r. page4i.) 

I leave the arts ofpoefy and rcrfr 
To them that pradlice them wi'h more fuccefs** 
Of greater truths Y\\ now prepare to tell. 
And fo, at once>-dear friend and mufe, farewell. 
.Chaulieui a French poet, a&s indulgence for a little rondeav^ 
becaufci at the tinte he wrote it, he was PoeirrNAissAKT, &■ 
TOB.r jeune (oevres deChaulleu, a la Haye, 1777*) The apolo* 
gy will hold, if a man be exceedingly young and a fucking poat at 
fl^yf which was Chauileu^s age when he <wrote the rondeau in' 

O z Wh#' 
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Vrho had formerly been a Methodift, and wM 
lately promoted (to the dignity, perhaps, of 
opening a pew or a grave j for C. was the fex- 
ton's fon) in the eftabliflied church. Satire wad 
his fort, i^f any thing can be called his fort, who 
excelled in every thing he undertook. Catcott 
has another later poem ofX.'s, called, I thinlc, 
♦< The Exhibition.'* The church here alfo fup^ 
plied his indignation with afubjed. But, as the 
fatirc is rather fevere, and the charafters are liv- 
ing, Catcott does not permit it to be copied. He 
has fuflcrcd it to be read, and the three follow-* 
ing couplets are in different parts of it. At the 
fame time that ihe lines are furely not bad, they 
ihow that mufic was one of the many things 
Chatterton found means to acquire during the 
few months he lived. He is known to have been 
mufical ; a fa<Sl we have upon ppetical record 
only of him and Milton, I believe. They are not 

lowered in your eftimation on this accouiit. 

C.'s father had a remarkable turn for mufic. An 
old female relation fays he talked little, was very 
abfent in company ; and ufed very often to walk 
by the river fide, talking to himfelf, and flourifh'- 
ing his arms about. — The firft and fecond cou- 
plets I mentioned, are in ridicule, the laft in 
praife, of fome organift. 

Sacred 
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Sftted't^ /leepi la his In^rted ktj» 
Dull doleful djapafons die away. 

Whofe jarring hamdrum fymphonies of fflts 
Rival the harmony of midnight cats*- 

He keeps tkt paffions with theibunds in pUy, - 
And the foul trembles with the trembling key. 

The e in key is, I believe,, in the Somerfetflilre 
pronunciation, a. 

Now, for the poem. 
APOSTATE WILL,, ht T. C- 

In days of old, when Wefley's pow'r 
Gathered new flrength by every hour j, 
Apoftate Mill, juft funk in trader 
ilefolv*d his bargain iheuld be made ;- 
Then ftralt to Wcftey he repairs,. 
And puts on grave and folemn airs ;. 
Then thus the pious man addrefs'd. 
Good Sir, I think your dodlrine bcft j; 
Your fervant will a. Wefley be. 
Therefore the principles teach me. 
The preacher then inftrudion gave. 
How he in this world (hould behave : 
He hears, aiTents, and gives a nod. 
Says every word's the word.of God, 
Then lifting his diiTembllngeyeSi 
How blefTcd is the feft ! he cries ; 
Nor Bingham, Young, nor StilKngfleet, 
Shall make me from this fed retreat. 

O 3 He 



H« then his circumftance declarM, 

Howr hardly with him matters farV, 

Begg'd him next meeting for to make* _ 

A fmail colleftion ftJr his fake. 

The preacher faid, Do not repine. 

The whole colledion /hall be thine. 

V/ith looks demure and cringing bows. 

About his bufinefs ftrait he goes 5 

His outward a<5ts wert grave and prim, 

The Methodift appeai-^d in him j 

But, be his outward what it will. 

His heart was an Apoftate's ftiil ; 

He'd oft pro'fefs an hallow'd.fiamej 

And everywhere preach'd Wefley's nameji 

H« was % preacher and what not. 

As long as money could be got j 

He-d ofc profefs with holy fire, 

The labourer's worthy of his hire. 

It happen'a once npon a time, 
"When all his works were in their primey 
A noble place appeared in view. 
Then— -to the Methodifts, adieu } 
A Methodift no more he'll be. 
The Proteftants ferve beft fori6^.*' 
Then to the curate ftrait he ran. 
And thus addrefs'd the rev'rend man S 
I was a Methfodift, *tis true. 
With penitencel turn to you 5 
O that it were-your bounteous will 
That I the vacant place might fill V 
Withjiiftice I'd myfelf acquit, 
Po every thing that's right and fit.- 



! 
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The curate ftraltwty gave confent i m 
To tal^e the place he quickly went. 
Accord mgly he took the place. 
And keeps it with diflembled graces 
April 14th j 1764* 

Though it may not te the next in order of 
compofition, for I fliall fend you nothing which* 
is already printed,. I.^iall now tmnfcribe for you a' 
poem dated 1769 ; of which Cateott tells, thattkllc- 
ing one day with Chatterton about happinefs,. 
Chatterton faid he had never yet thought ort the 
fubje^, but that he would. The next day^ he 
brought Cateott thefe lines, and told him they 
contained his creed of happinefs. There can in^ 
this be no deceit ; for the pewterer produces the 
poem, and in the fimplicity of his vanity, ima^ 
gines it to contain z panegyric on himfelf, * 

fv HAPPINESS. 1769, ' 

jf Since Happinefs is not ordainM for maay> 

Let^s make ourielves as happy as we can \ 
Pofleft with fame or fortane, friend or whore^ 
But think it happinefs— we want no more.> 

Hail Revelation ! fphere-envelop'd dame> 
To fome divinity, to moft a name^ 
Reafon*( dark-Iaathorn, fuperftition*s fun, , 

Whofe cau(e myfterious and ef}'e£l are one ■ ■ . 
From thee, ideal biifs we only trace, 



fair as aoobition^s dreamj or bounty's face*. 
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BuTy III retfitf) us fiiadowy foond 

A^ feeming truth in twifted myfterief botm<!^- 

What little reft from over-anxious care 

The Lords of Nature are defignM to ihare^ 

To wanton whim and prgudtce vrt ewe* 

Opinion is the only God we know* 

Where's the foundation of religion phced T 

On every individuars fickle tafte., 

The narrow way the prieft-nd- mortals tread^- 

By fuperftitious prejudice mifled r 

This paiTage leads to Heaven— yet, ilrange to tell r 

Another's confcience finds it leads to Hell. 

Confcience> the foul-Catnelion's varying hue^. 

Refiedls all notions, to no notion true* ' ■ 

The bloody fon of JeiTe^ when he iaw 

That myilic priefthood kept the Jews in awe. 

He made himfelf an ephod to hia mind. 

And fought the Lord, and always found him kind*- 

In murder, * *, cruelty and loft. 

The Lord was witl^ him, and his anions juft*- 

PrieAcraft, thou univerfaLbUnd of aUf 
Thou idol at whofe feet whole nations fall^. 
Father of mifery, origin of fin, 
Whofe firft etiftence did with fear begin* 
Still fparihg deal thy feeming bleiHngs out. 
Veil thy Elyfium witha cloud ofdoufet ■ 

Since prefent bleifiogs in poiTeflion cloy, 
Bid hope in future worlds expe^ the joy ■ 

Or, if thy fons the airy phantoms flight. 
And dawning reafon would dire^ them right,. 
Some glittering trifle to their optics hold ; 
Ferhaps they'*!! think the glaring fpangle gold,- 
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AnJ> nyidded in the fearch of colhs aad toys* 
£ager purTue the moioentary joys. 

II Catcott IS very fond of talk and fame^ 
His wtfli a perpetuity of name> 
Whick to procure, a pewter-altar*s made^ 
To bear his name, and fignify his trade. 
In i«mp borlefqu^d the ri/ing ^iretohead^ 
To tell futurity a pcwtercr'i dead'. 
Incomparable Catcott, ftill purfue 
The feemlng Happlnefs thou haft In view i 
UnfinilK^d chimniei, gaping fpires compleat^ 
< Eternal fame on oval dilhes beat : 
* Ride fottr-iDchM bridges, clouded turrets climb^ 
And bravely di6— to live in after-time. 
Horrid Mea ! if on rolls of fame 
The twentieth century only find thy name* 
Unnotited this in"*pTofcor ♦ •.♦♦, - 
He left his dinner to afcend the tower* 

Then 

/]| This pewterer is «£unou8- for producing to the world thofs 

f oems which Chatterton produced to him. He is famous alf« 

for afcending by t rope, with no little danger of his life, in 

order to place the topt-ftoneof St. Nicholas church f^lre, and" under 

it a piece of pewter recording this fingular event. Nor is he lefs 

famous for paiC/rg the ftream, by means of fome narrow boards 

(on horfeback, I believe}, before the new bridge was compleated } 

that it might be faid (with' how mnch propriety Fame muft de-» 

cide] he firft pafl'ed the bridge. 

I 

* The readfnr will recolle^ (hat poor Tom complains the foul 

fienil has « made him proud of heart, " to ride on a high- 

«* trotting horfe over four-Inched bridges."— —Shakefpcarc'fc 

poor Tomj as well as our^s^ difcovered << reafon in madnefs.** 
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T&en> ¥^it avails thy anxious fpitting pain f 

Thy laugh-provokiRg latoors are in vain» 

On matrimonial pewter fet thy hand $ 

Hammer with every power thou canft command jr 

Stamp thy whole fouty original as 'tis» 

To propogate thy whimiic8> name and phy gn i ■» 

Then> when the tottering fpirei orchrmnlei fall» 

^A Catcott ihall rem^lni admi/d by All*- 

£ndo> who has fome trifling coupleti wrhr 
Is only happy when he's thought a wi t ■■ 

Think's Tve more judgment than the wholt R^vlew^ 
Becaufe I always compliment his mufe* 
If any mildly would reprove his faults^ 
They Ve critics envy-^ckcaM at hii thoaghtfv 
To me he flies, jiis boft-heloved friel&dr 
Keads me afieep, tbes wakes me to commead* 

Say^ fageSi^fnot fleep-charm^d by the rbyme#> 
Is flattery, much-lov.*d flattery, any crime ^ 
Shall dragon Satire eKeiGi(e-)iis fti^fs 
And not infinuating Flattery fing f 
Is it more natural to torment than pleafe I 
How 111 that thoughtwitk rcdUude agreM ( 

Gome to my pen, companion of the lay*. 
And fpeak of worth where merit * * 
Let lazy Barton undiftinguifl&^d fnore. 
Nor lafli his generofity to Hoare ;. 
Praife him /or fermons of his curate bought 
Hi&cafy flow of words, hit depth of thoughr^. 
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Kts z&ivt fpirit, ever in difplay, 
fliS great devotion when he drawls to prrf^ 
Hrs fainted foul difljnguliliably feen, ^ 

With all the virtues of. a modem Pean* 



Yai:oy a genius of pettdiar teA«» 
His mifery in hishappinefs hat placed ; 
When Sa foft ealm the waves of Fortune nM^ 
A tempeft <^re6eAion ft«nas the foul. 
But what would mike another man diAeeJIy. 
Cives him tranquillity and thoughtlefs reA* 
Ko difappointment can hii thoughts invade> 
Superior to all troubles not fetf^mad e 
This cfaarafter let grey Oxonians fcan, ^ 
2 And tell tnt of what fpecies he^s a man* 
Or be it by young Yeatman cridcized. 
Who damns good Englidl if not Latinized | ^ 
In ArlftotIt*8 fcale the Mufe he weighs. 
And damps her little fire with copied lays| 
Vers'd in the myftic learning of the fchools^ 
He rings beb-majors by Leibnitzian fules* 



l^ulvis 



% To hold to every nan a faithful glafsy 
And ihew him of what fpecies he> an ais. 

Prologue to Vanburgh> « Provoked Wife.". 

* If Rowley did not imitate C. either Clmttactd R. or R, 
«nd C< are the fame { Hur, in the epiAle on i^/iW toCaayngei' 
la thii lin e . . 

^( The Englilh^ h iai to pleafe^ auft firft he JLat'mjae4«''. 
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I'ulv*^) whofe knowSedge centres in de^reeff^ . . 
fi never happy but w^en talking fees : 
Bieft with a ^ufhy wig and folemn pacey 
Catcott admires him for a foflile face* 

When firft his farce of countenance beganf 
Bre the foft down h4<f mark'd him almoft ma^t 
A folemn duHnefs occupied his eyes* 
And tht fonfl mother thought him wondrous wiltt 
««.Dut little had ihe read in fiSiture^s hook^ 
For fools aifiiine a phUofopliic look* 

O Educjktioni ever in the wrong, 
•To thee .the curfcs of mankind belong; 
Thou firft great author of our future ftate. 
Chief fource of our religion^ paflions, fate« 
On every atom of the doctor's frame 
Natur»has ftampt the pedant with his name $ 
But thou haft made him (ever wad thou Umdji 
A licensed butcher of the |)uman kind. 
—Mouldering in d-uft the fairLavinia liesy 
.. Death and our do^or closM her fparkling eyes* 
4) all ye powers^ the guardians of the world ! 
Where is the ufeiefs bolt of vengeance hurlM f 
Say fhali this le^en fword of plague prevail^ 
And kill the niighty where the mighty fail I 
I-et the red bolus tremble o'er his head* 
And with his guardian jupel fttike him dead ! 

But to return— in this wide fea of tfaOiightj 
How ihall we ftter our notions as we ought ^ 
Content is happinefs, as fages fay— 
But what*s content f The ui£e of a day. 



Then 
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Then, friend, let inclination be thj guide. 
Nor be thy fuperftition led afide-* 

It is poffible, I truft, to admire the lines, 
fv^ithout approving the doctrine they lay down. 
Wifer men than Chatterton, and older men 
than he was in 1769, have been fufficiently loft 
to conviction to maintain fuch dodrlne. And 
whether, I would afk, is more culpabk ; he 
who goes aftray when he lias been directed right, 
>or he who lofes his way when none has had the 
charity, to point it out to him ? ' Again — This 
iboy's religious principles were abominable. 
Agreed. Whence did lie get dicm ? Did nature 
implant them with the feeds of life ? Certainly 
not. They muft have Ixen engrafted, tranf- . 
planted. Go, then, to* the authors of^thofe 
bobks from which be muft have triinfplanted 
thofe poifonous weeds. There the axe will 
fall with juftice. . 

His facred mufe fometimeatook lefs except!* 
enable flights. The original of what follows 
is jn his mother's pofTeffion* 

The RESIGNATION* 

O God, whofe thunder (K^kec the iky j 
Whofe eye this atom j^lobe furreys ^ 

I To thte, my only rock, I Ay^ 

I Thy mercy in thy juilice praife. 

« The 

1 
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The myftfc mazes of thy will. 
The (teidow* of eeleiUal light. 
Are paft the pow*r of human fkilly-^ 
put^hat th* Eternal a£^ is right. 

O teach. me in-the-tpykig henr^ 

. To ftiU my (ovtovtfy own thy,|>pw*i^| 
Thy gpo^nefs Ipve^ thy jufticc fear. 



le 1ft t|iM loibHi^ aniglit bttt^ the» 

Omnijrcieppe cPMld thft dimgf r fia?, , 
And mercy locJc the caufc away. 

T«e*vwliy,^iiy4bu^ doltthottkompteUif 
Wbyl4ropptiiS(fl^^9>4atliJDe»6ik? * 
Shalce off the ipelao(;h<»ly ohavnj • . 
For, God created all tQ blefs. 

:Blitahi'my:bire^%H«ima#Aill} " 

Mx lan^»i4 vits(Hf 'feeble Till^ 
The ficknefs of my foul cfeclare, 

B«f yet^ wiib^<aMttle>t«ii9nM^ 

I'll tha«k,thMn^^ei5 «3^tb#b}6w ;, 
Forbid the figh, compofe-my mind. 
Nor let the gufh 6f mis'ry flew. 

The gIeomy*inantle t>f:the nighty 
Which on my imki.ng;^fplrit fl^als^ 
Will vanifli at the morning light. 
Which Gody my Eaft, my Sun, reveals. 



Chatterton 
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* Chajttertbn remained in the attorney's office 
■ at Briftdl tin April 177a* The life he led thcxe 
, you'niay colljeft Trom Mrs. Newton's letter. In 
addition to that, flie and her mother relate that 
his Sunday's were generally fpent in walking 
alone, into' the country round Briftol, as far as 
tlie day would allow him time, to return before 
night. T*rom thefe excurilons he never failed to 
' tring liome with him drawings of churches, pr 
of fomething which had ftruck him. That. $e 
had a turn for drawing you will fee by the fi- 
gure of a warrior (perhaps iSElla/prefenting a 
church on his knee. Which fhall accompany this 
letter (tmd you are nbw a judge ,o£ drawing, ypu 
^ .know^T— It was one of his firft attempts. There 
.are,. 1 believe^ ^better ipecimensiof his ingenuity 
ii^:thjs ai:t. Thja.t he^ifnprpve^ i^ eyicleiU.„i]M^m 
his fketch for Beckford's ftatite,, after Jhe c^e 
to to.wn> of ^hich an en^Eayji:g-is piiiefixed^ta 
his mifqel^nies j^ and which was thouglit W9r- 
thy to be engraved for the Town and Goiugitry 
Magazine of the month in which fee diedv" 

"But any Tingle felf-acquired acGompliflun^nt 
ceafes to furprize^ when werecpUeilhis ot^er 
. acquifitions of beiiqldry^ architeflture,. muCc, 
^rofiqmy, f urgery, &c.. Our fi^rpriae h^sbeen 
. Idwg'fince called. forth. Had Gh^tterton^. with- 
out any Iriftjcu^ion rbiit rea,ding,,. writing; ^nd 
f Z accounts^ 
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accounts, before he wai i8, arrived at the abi- 
lity' of only putting togeiher, ,iri profe or in 
Hrerie, fomething which was deemed worth in- 
fertion in the moft worthlefs Magazine, it 
would have been furpfizing. What mafter 
would not beaftoniflied to difcovcr fuch a ta- 
' lent in a fervant (grown grey in the acqiiifitiort 
of \t)i who had only learnt to read and write ? 
^'StVj^hen Duck and others have teen lifted to 
independence, to wealth, for little more. Yet, 
■'ev'en the threfher had a friend and inftruflor— 
* without whom, fays Polymetis Spence, " Stc- 
^" ^} {)hen nluft have been placed in the fame claft 
*' *^' with Hai Ebn Tokdhan^ arid the young Herines 
** in Ram/ay's Cyrus ; thejlory of whofe improve^ 
** ments^ without any afftftance^ agrees qnly with ro* 
** mances.** — Spence did not live to know Chat- 
tertoh. Bur, we may infer, from his lives of Ma- 
^iabechi and Hilly that he lived to change his 
opinion. The author of our exifteiice c^n alone 
determine to what he has made his creature^ 
equal. 

That C. fhould acquire particular things, 
without inftruflion, is not lingular, fince it 
was with him a favourite maxim, that man was 
equal to any things and that every thing might 
be acquired by diligence and abftinence. Was 
any thing of this fort mentioned in his hear- 
ing? All boy as he was, he would only obferve, 

that 



*&af thjE^ |ieWbh iri ^H^on merited jpraire ; %\it 
that God had' lent Ills creatures into the wprla 
With arms .long enough, to reach anything, if 
tliey wotild be ^ the trouble of extending tneiiu 
This idea 4ie could not but feel cofifirm^'By 
'irtiAhekhewof^aMr^^urgum (I tliirrk),'Mr^ 
Catcott's partsier,. who taught hlnirelf Latii^ 
ahd<jreelc. ^ [ , ; . 

'Yet this verytJatcbtt tells lis {Monthly -Re^ 
view. May, 1777) that, ^^ to his artainJtnow^ 
** ledge^ ChatUrion (who, ybu remember, in 
** 1768, ufed z Latin fignature to the paper) 
*' mderfiood no. language lufhis mother tongue^ 
*On what was this f<?r/i7/« knovJledge fouiliiedj^ 
It muft reft, ultimately, upon this, that Chaf* 
terton had never told him he did, had jperhap^ 
told liini he did not, underftand any. other la^j- 
guage. With as nuicK cjertmnty of knowiidge 
the fame aflertion miglit have been advanced of 
Mr. Burgum, before his acquilitipns in Ian* 
guages -were known to Mr. Catcott. With as 
'much certainty of knowledgty and more appear* 
anc6 of truth, a pewterer of Schwabach mighit 
"have affured the world that Barretier (Fugitive 
pieces^ printed for Davies, voL i. 141) was 
not, at nine years of age, matter of five lan- 
guages,* and did not, in his eleventh ytzr^ puli- 
liih a learned letter in Latin, and a tranflation 

P 3 «f 
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of ,a Hebrew book into, French, .^hcr^o^ in 

^e month J he added notes that contain, itis faid, 
10 many curious remarks and enquiries out of 
Ui^ common road of learning, an4 afford ib 
iiiaoy inftances pf j)enetration, judgment and 
accuracy, that the reader finds in every pagp 
fome'reafon to perftiade him they cannot pof* 
fibly be the work of a child ; but of a man 
loag accuftomcd to thefe ftudies, enlightened 
by refle^ciori, and dextrous by long pradlice in 
the ufe of books. Greater men than Catcott 
might profit by the juft obfervations of Barre- 
^iePs bjbgraphcr, that " incredulity may per- 
*^, hm>s'be ^he produdl rather of prejudice thaa 
** reafon-k— that envy may .Beget a difinclination t§ 
** admit ImifienJ^e fupertority'-'''^zX. anaccoi^nt is 
^* riot to be immediately cenfured as falfe,> 
** merely becaufe it is wonderful.'* 
. How qualified Catcott is to feparate wonder- 
fulfrom falfe, we may judge from his own 
mouth. In the Monthly Review for May 1777, 
he* formally tells the world, that Chatter ton 
iouU he little more than 15 when he ga.e him the 
Briftow Tragedy, the ode to ^lla, and the two 
or three little pieces which he firft produced. A 
few lines further of this account, he tells.us how 
abfurd it would be to fuppofe that a lad of 15 
could forge Rowley. In the Gentleman's i^ar- 

gazinc 
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ga:»ine for Aiiguft 1778, this qonfcientioua 
pewterer fignshis name to a letter, which thus 
attacks Warton^s zd vol. of Englifh poetry. 



-," Page- 141, Me(W.) (ays Chatterton was 17 ycarroW 
when he firft produced the poems to me. He was h^tjuji . 
turned •fx^. He was born November aothj, 1752^ and he 
lOrot me the poems in the iegimng 0/ the year 1768. He had 
then the tonfure 6n his head, being ju(t come from Mr. 
Colfton*8 charity -fchool. By thus mifrepreftnting the yeitr 
of his age. In whieh he mentions mofl of the poems wbiich 
have fince appeared as being then In his pofleffion, two years 
are gained j an interval pf time^ nob'icb might give colour of 
f*thahiliiy to the (/ wmft fay) other w'tfe very improhahh fnppofitim 
afCbatttrton** imigthc author^ the v/trkt ttferihed f Rawleyj!^ 



In the Gentleoun's Magazine for September 
1778, Mr. Catcott writes thus to the Printer, 
and talks rather difFerently about this interval 
cf time^ and its confequencc. 



• «' I lately received a letter from LoAdxm, cRarging nie With 
an inconjQtflency. in my accouht of the 'time in which IJirf 
became acquainted with young Chatterton. Jn mine of laid 
monthi X fald, it commenced the beginning of the yea ^'i I 
now recoiled it was about, three weeks, or perhaps a m^nth, 
fubfequent to the publication in Felix Farley' J Briftoi Jour- 
nal, dated the i ft of Oftober, 1768, reading the ceremo* 
nies ufcd in opening the old bridge; confequently, it could 
'not have been *till the latter^end of the yeaf : i>iiti in my tfimok, 
Jt it matttr of Utttt mmtnt «i t^ the frtfifi^^m in ivbkk «Ar 
. ^ t becmm 
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|ifp, flad, bf'CCHHf3,/»f< 4^ 4f^ ^••9t.f^#^^.'^*^^ 
fuppofitiott of bit J>eiti^'th$ author t*/ the p^em -^tributed t^ 

Spthat, fuppofing Catcott; ta-tejltrnth.^at 
laft, (aad his " perhaps a months" may hcpiTf* 
hapi two month^; and probably - *' ^t^^^^ thfee 
weeksy Qr p^haps atnonth^'' intefvcxiejl , between 
^^firjl acquaint^jace^ ai^d.the coininunication 
of the poem*) Chatterton, inftead of being a 
lad of 15 when he produced the firft of Row- 
Jey's poems, was, oh the 20th of the month 
fubfequ«nt to the puiblkation in Farley's Jour- 
nal, 16; for he was born in November, 1752^ 
Thejy at lej^ft, .who ,teU us of Cbattertqn's 
Ihocking impofitionis, thould ns^t themfelves 
ampofe'upon us about Chatterton- It i^ plea- 
fant enough that every thing like argument in 
Catcott refts on Rowley's own evidence of his 
own exiftence. Thefe are Rowley's poems,, 
fbecaufe Rowley •* in a MS^ of iis-^ownwrit^ 
'i^gj" produced by Chatterton, fays he depo- 
fited poenis in the cheft out of which Chat- 
terton faid he had thefe poems. Thefe poems 
were written three hundred years ago, becaufe 
the ode to -ffilla is written in long lines like a 
profe compofition, as was ufual tijree hun- 
ted yeara ago» yfhexk parchmeni; was fc^arce« 
4 (Monthly 



. {MontWy Rcvjep<r,. May, 1777, ^^But Jf 

Chatterton invented Rowley's poenis, he iii- 
vente4 alio the other MSS. in whicli thofe 
poems are mentioned. If Chatterton com* 
pofed the ode to ^lla, it was furely kfs diffi- 

'Cult to write it on parchment^ -in '* lines not 
*' kept diftinft, in the manner of profe," ^ 
was ufual in Rowley'* age, than to be^tbean- 

',thor of it ! But, fays Mr. Catcott 

. " With rcfpea to the ^tiquity of thefe jsoems,, it needs 
" only to be obferved, that Mr. Canynge, the great friend 
« and patron of iRowley, died in the year 1474> and by hi? 
* wtf// direaed that th^fe, 't<geth^ t$ith A vafi coUtdUn of athtr 
** writings, Juffideni t9 fill, three frfiur large cbejit, fio^ld 
"u he Jepopttdin Redclijt church, in the roojn.before^enti'oned f 
•* rejuefling that (he mty^ and chief magtfirafes tftht 'city, 
<' aftenied if the .town deck, ' togifbtr .m»tkF tie mnifitr -dud 
<< ehurehwardetu of the farip, would annually infpe^l .Uve 
"'fame, and fee that every thing was carefully prefcrved j 
<« ordering, moreover, that 

** An « N r * R ¥ A I N M E N T (Gatcott- hfMftlf ^ves -tbl s j>*af- 
fage in capitals) 8Hovm>! sc »F)oyt»t.r'i{os'T^i»r6N 

THE 0AT-WKEM THJS VISITATXOI^- VhOULO BS SXtQ**' 

(Monthly. RevieW;!^ May, 1777.) t ....,,... ^ 

y • ' ■ • . • ' . 

If.this.be fo, It. is, to be fwre, tolerably 
conclufive. But howftands themattei:, if there 
ftould not .b? a Jingle Jyllahla^ ' g^ t^^^ i ^* K^^ 
whole fajfagj ?-^Evety wordy except, pepljap^ the 
date of bis de^tb, is falfe, r Rowley Xtijme. is 

liot 
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Aiot once" ihentionlfed in die wilJ. It makes 
Juft as in^ch mention of ** tluee or foqf large 
chefts*' of Rowley, as of Offiah j or 6f 'Arte 
or four large chefts of Catcott's pewter (War- 
ton's hiftory of Ehglifh poetry, vol. 2. IS9)* 

'Whence did Mn Catcott get this formal ftorjf? 
Certainly, either from CSiatterton,, br from 
fome of C/s friend 'Rowley's MSS» But, 
fays "Mr. Catcott (Gentleman's Magazine, 
Auguft, 1778),. it is true that what I told the 
world is not true*-^2X\ this is not mentioned in 

• Conynge^s wilL It is however mentioned «* in 
** a deed in Mr, Barrett's hand; and, ^at /V 

. ^^' ftiorey mention i^ there made of a particular 

/f ,pbTtionof J\Ir-. Caiiyng^'s^,eftates iet^art 

^ ^to 4iefray tkeexpenidesofv^Ean entortamment 

.^< on that occalron, anS tlie cheft itfelf is moft 

•V particularly defcribed."- Catcott adds, ",if 

. «^ C.:hadfcWithis.deedfec:CQuidiHot have read 
** it, it being'wrilteiT in* Iratiij,. of which tie 

' '*< ^^; to fny imnbhd^ey totally tpibYantJ^ 'To 
cut the.matter (hort at orice, he liad'better tell 
us that, to his knowledge^ Chatterton did not 
write a fyHable of Rowley ; arid there would 
be an end of the bufinefs-nwitjh 'dlbfe at leaft 

' who belteve in Calcott^s^ infallibility. . Jitity, 
tinJucltfly; next ^foXJhatter'tbn, Gateott is the 
man l^ft to te believed*' What iaprop^f per- ^ 

foa 



tpjx did Chatterton'a judgment feled to prej^ax^ 
Rowley's path before him,, and to makie his 
iiray ftrait ! Yet, this is he with whom wc 
are toU (Monthly Review,^ May, 77) Mr^ 
lEIaIr, the late Lord Lyttelton^ Lord Camden^ 
yix. Hvri3.j| th» pemM Clpjghej, ^d Dr* 
MiJW We ^1 a^feed ia opinion^ i^f it be (o^ 
i^ ppt. thiflk thfi' blind leading the. ♦ blind i 
. Bjukt,, to,ret«fn£roni QaJcottfs imtradij^ian^^ 
ttpw ^efy ilroo^jj.tbe idqa^ that ahymwjtijeiag 
may accomplilh any thifig, had taken^poireffiQa 
of Chatterton, one of his letters will convince 
you. He defires, you will fee, his fifter to im* 
prove herfelf in coftj^ing mufic, drawing, and 
€very thing which requires genius i as if genius 
were no leis common to man and wom;an, than 
a pair of eye&ior a. noi^ He g^ve all hi$ kMom 
cteaturi99 credit ftpp what he Me fe plainly 

himfeif. ;•'. - :;v/ , .; '[ 

Whcjji Yoltaixe, t«lis wa,. in his hiftory of- 

• M that has. hithertp appou^edtia print on the fubJAdoC 
Jlowley> oc of Chatterton* U qonuinsd in the Monthly R9« 
views for Ajy:il, May, andrJjuAfi« 1777 (the Critical gives 
extra£is«. t^ut np opinion} : ia the G^ntleman^s Magazines 
for May, June, July, AMgu0,. and §eptemher* 1777 » *«* 
Augnd>n<ji S^tembeiv i77.S(\ iathe^Mi .ia4v oC Wharton^ 
fe^ion viii« and. the additions lb p^ges- 1^ 153, i^ tmA 
1,^. at the snd of the volmw^:- in: Mr^ Walp^iefs ktjUir; 
and, of coiir^ in. Kow^ejr's pQm$)f aiyl ^sK(eiton?t mi^ 
ceiliuuesi 

Charles 



\ i68 ) 

Charles xxii. that, on fuch a day, he quitted 
Stockholm, Vtf which he never returned^ we are in- 
tei:efted enougb^, even in fuch a fayage, to feel 
fomething like toncern. In April, 1770, 
Chatterton quit?ted Briftol (from which place, 
he neyei: had ^before been abfent further than 
lie could walk in half a Sunday,, and to which 
place he never returned), to, try his fortune in 
London. — Hear him now tell his own ftory ; 
^md marichow regularly, but bow rapidly, his 
method improves^ 

.;.;(•: i . .: • . >: .i.-, \ 

. , • . juntcr-i. ■ . 

Dear 'Mother 5 • London, April »6, 1770. 

Here I am fafe, And in 'high fpirits— >To give you a 
}6ttmalof my lour Avould iiot be onnecelfary. .After riding 
«n t^e bafl^^ to Kr^flii^ott, I ffiona^f d i^ top of the coacfay 
and rid eafy ; and agreeably entertained with the converfa* 
tion' of a quaker In irefs^ but little fo in p^foi^ls an^ beha- 
viour. This laughing frleiid^ who is a carvtf, lamented his 
having fent his tools to Worceiler, as otherwife he would 
have accompanied me to London. I lefVhim at Bath } when 
binding it rained pretty fail, I entered an infide paffenger to 
5peenhamland, the hidf-way -ftage, paying feven /hilh'ngs t 
*twas lucky i did fo, for it fnowed all iiight, and on Marl* 
borough downs the fnow was near a foot high. 

At feven in- the morning t breakfafted at Speenhamland, 
nhd then mounted the coach-box for the remainder of th» 
day/ which was a remarkable fine one.— Honeft gee-hD 
complimented mt with aflbring mc^ chat I &t bolder and 

• tighter. 
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%}^t9^thai> jmy periotx vrhp ever rl$l with hun >-Ql^4 ^. 
Str^^d moi^ luxuriaatly, with a yQux>s ^gfiJOitXpmin. who ha^ 
Hept all the preceding Viig^ht in the nia^ne; ^ «j^d an ol^ iner<; 
cantile genius whoie fchool.boy fon had a great deal of wit, 
as the father thotight^ in remarking that Windfor was ai okd, 
AS wi" Tfaviottr*s time* 

Got into London about 5 o*clock in the evening — called 
upon Mr. Edmunds, Mr. Fell, Mr. Hamilton and Mr^ 
Dodfley. Great encouragement from them i all approved 
4Df mydefignj (hall fooh be fettled^ —— Gall upon Mr^ 
Lambert, fliew him this, or tell him, if I deferve a recom - 
mendation^ he would obli^^ me to give me one-^^if I do 
tiot^ it would be beneath him to tak^ notice of me.* Seen 

all 



^ An anecdote, lefs authentic and left ftrfking than this, 
Kn the courfe of a long life, fhall confer immorts^ity, and 
•afford fubjeft for eternal panegyrics. Recoiled the age and 
thp fituation of Chatterton at this tjme..--The editor takes 
the liberty of adding to this note of Mr. H. by obfervin^f 
■that, when Mr. Walpole vsrt-ote Chatterton word he wanted 
fait^ about the antient poems he had received, Chatterton 
maintained their genuinenefs, and demanded to have them 
1-eturned, as they were the property of another gentleman 
—when Mr. W. went to France without ifetuming them^ 
the fame fpirit which led h^m to write thus to his niother. 
led him to demand his poems In a haughtier ftlle of Mr. W« 
t>n his return to Sngland^ and to write him word^ that 
<' he would not have dar^ to ufe^iim fo ill, if he had not ac- 
quainted him with the narrowness of his circumftances.^^ 
This Mr. W. calls f*fingularly imfertinatr Let me aik 
what treatment Mr. W. would expeA from an equal to 
whom he fhould tacitly refufe to return fomething which had 
)»fen lenti Let me a& again, whiafelfe could be expedted 
Q^ Iron) 
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all AVLtiti, ^otifins— all well— and I>am welcome* ' Mi^ T« 
Wenfley is alive and coming home. — Sifter, grandmother, 
l^c. &v &c* remember— I remain. 

Your dutiful fon, 

T. Chatterto** 



Letter 2« 

Shoreditch, London, May, 6, Ijyo* 

Dear Mother, 

I am furprized that no letter has been fent in anfwer to 
sny lad, I am fettled, and in fuch a fettlement as I would 
deiire. I get four guineas a month by one magazine : (hall 
engage to write a hi dory of England and other pieces, which 
will more than double that fum. Occafional efTays for the 
daily papers would more than fupport me. What a glorious 
profpedt ! Mr. Wilkes knew me by my writings fince I firft 
correfponded with the bookfellers here. I (hall vifit him 
next week, and by his intereft will enfure Mrs. Ballance 
the Trinity Houfe, He affirmed th^t what Mt. Fell had of 
mine could not be the writings of a youth ; and exprefTed a 
de(Sre to know the author. By the means of another book- 
feller I (hall be introduced to Townfhend and Sawbridge. 
I am quite familiar at the Chapter Coffee- houfe, and know 
all the geniufes there. A charader is now unnecefTary ; an 

author 



from the forenefs which always accompanies (efpecially^ 
when in want) that " confcioufnefs of fuperior abilities/* 
to which even Mr, W. cannot refufe applaufc ^ 
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*Mtthor carries Ids <:Iiaraaer in his pen. My fiAer wIU im- 
prove herielf in drawing. My grandmother it, I hope, we)l. 
■ Briiloi*s mercenary walk were never deftined to hold me--* 
^ there, I was out of my element ; now, I am in it— London ! 
Good God ! howAiperior is London to thatdefpicable place ^ 
Briftot— -here h none of your little meakmefles, none o£ 
jour mercenary fecurities which difgrace that mlferable 
hamlet.— >Drefs> which is in Briftol an eternal fund of 
fcandal^ is here only introduced as a fubje^ of praife; if a 
man drefTes well, he has tafle | if carelds, he has his own 
reafons for fo doing, and is prudent. Need I remind ymi 
ef the contrail? The poverty of authoYs is a common ob- 
fervation, but not always a tn^e.one. No author can be 
ppor who underftands the arts \>f bookrellers«« Without this 
neceiTary knowledge^ the greateft genius may ilarve i andj 
with it, the greateft dunce live in fplendor. Thrs: know- 
tedgel have pretty well dipped into.— The Levant man of 
-war, in which T. Wenflcy went out, is at Portfmouth j but 
no news of him yet. I lodge in one of Mr. Walmfley^s beft 
rooms* Let Mr. Cary copy the letters on the other fide, and 
give them to theperfons for whom* they are defigned, if not 
loo much labour for him.. 

I remain^ yours, ^c. 

T. Chattestoiv 

F. S. X h«ve fome tricing prcOenti for my mother^ Hi^ 
Thome, Sec, 

S^unday moniing, 



For Mr, T. C A a r. 

X havcLfent you a talk. I hope no unpleafing one.. Tel£ 

all your acouaintance for the future to read the Freeholdec^s 

Qj^ Magazine. 



SfasfAsfne; yfhkn yoxt hm sin)r tMff«r ^^f ^1tMi#Kk»il> ft^ 
It n> Aie, and it ihnU m5ft tatainljr i.pptM Wk rMrte]>«fi«dU 
-cai tomp^Mott. Teur tuft ^ieee "Was, B7 t^ ?^er4mce o£ 

lodgmentc. 9i|t 1 Hfc^axa it, aikl infiUM oii Ht a^peait^ 

*rtee. 

Your friitosl, 

T.C. 

' t>ire<£l for «e>' |o be kft At the Cttai^ Qoif^e^Kdii^i^ 
^»tcrnoAcr-row« 



Mr. HsNavKATOiu 

if you hire not focgot Lady JBetty, any ' Complaloti 
B.ebQ8> or Enigma, on the dear charmer, directed for me, 
to be left at the Chapter Cotfidb-beufe, Pater-nofter^row-P* 
ihall find a place in fome Magazine, «r other, as I am- en- 
gaged in many* 

Vonr friend, 

T. Chattertosi 



Mr» WztLXAM Smith. 

Whdtt you have any poetry for publication, fend it tomc^ 
to be left at the Chapter Coffec.hottf«> Pater-ftoftftr-row,^ 
and it/halimoft certainly appear. 

Yot|r IHeiidjt 

T. C. 



Mrs. BAXkt.. 

■^Thc tooncr I fee you the betterii-ibnd itie a» ho/a as pof- 
Cble Rymfd^*8 AiJdrefi.. 
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(Mr,. Cary will Itave thk at Mr. Flower'*, Smaimrecty 

MvMasoKv 

Cive me a fliort profe defcriptloii of the fituation of 
Kafli«*and the poetic addition (hall appear in fome maga^ 
2ine. Send me alfo whatever you would have publiihed, 
and direa for me^ to |>e left at. the Chapter Coffeerhoufe^ 
Fater-nofler row. 

Your friend, 

T. Chattefton. 



Mr.. Mat. Me At t.< 

Begging Mr. Meafe*s pardon for making public uft of' 
his name lately ■ I hope he will remember me^ and telli 
all his acquaintance- to* read the.Freeholder's Magazine for 
the futuref 

T.Chatterton. 



T I r L- 



Mr. Tfiaire 
Mr. Gafter 
Mr. A. Broughton 
Mr. J. Broughton 
Mr. WHUams 



Mr. RudhaU 
Mr. Thomas 
Mr. Carty 
Mr. Hanmor 
Mr. Vaughan 



Mr. Ward 
Mr. Kalo 
Mr. Smithy Sic, Sec, 



to read the Freeholder's Magazine* 



0.3 



Letter 3 
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Letter 3* 



K*ng*5 Wtti€h, tbt the prefent. May r4, 1776. 

1>ear Mttrfam, 

Don*t be furprized at the name of tlic place, t am not 

here as a prifoner. Matters go on fwimmingly : Vr. iFeft 

having offended certain perfons, they have fet his creditor* 

upoh him, ahd he is fafe in the King*& Bench. I have 

.been bettered by this accident : His AiccefTors in the Free^ 
hoIder*s Magazine^ knowing nothing of the matter^ will be 
glikd to engage me, on my own terms. Mr. Edmunds has- 
been tried before the Houre of Lotdi, fentenced to pay a. 
fine, and' thrown into Newgate. His misfortunes wiU be 
tt> me of no ihtle fenrke, Lsfi ^veefc being ifi the pit df 

. Drury^iane fhettre, I oMtraded an hmnediate acquaint^ 
aoce (which you ktiow is no hard talk to me) with a young: 
gentleman in' Che^pfi^e; partner in a mufic (tiop, the 
greateft in the city. Hearing I could write, he defired me 
to write a fewfongs for him : this I did the fame night, and' 

^conveyed them to him the next morning, Thefe he ihowed 
to a do^or in muTic, and I am invited to treat with this 
doAor, on the footing of a compofer, for Ranelagh and the 
gardens. Bravo^ bty hoyt, up wc ^0 /— — Befides the advan- 
tage of vifiting thefe expenfive and polite places, gratis i 
niy vanity will be fed with the fight of my name in copper- 
plate, and my fifier will receive a bundle of printed fongs^ 
the words by her brother. Thefe are npt all my acquiii- 
ticns ; a gentleman who knows me at the Chapter, as ;iti 
author, would have introduced me a« a companion to the 
young Duke of Northumberland, in his intended general 
tour« But, alas ! I fpeak no tongue but my own !•— Bur 
3 to* 



f& mtrrn once more to a place I am ^ckenad to write o^ 
Briflol. Though, as an apprentice, none had greater li- 
berties, yet the though ts^ of fcrVitude killed me : now I 
have that for my labour, I always reckoned the firfl of my 
pkafures, and have ftlU, my liberty. As to the clearance, 
1 am ever ready to give it 9 but really I underftand To little 
ef the law, that I believe Mr. Lambert muft draw iu- 
Mrs. L. bi Ought vtrhat you mention. Mrs. Hughes k «s 
well as age will permit her to be» and my oouiin doe» ver^ 
well. 

I will get Tome patterns vmrth your acceptance 5 and vfUtk- 
you and my filler would improve yourfelves in drawing, m%- 
it is here a valuable and never £ailkig ac^uifition.-«->M^ 
box (hall be attended to j I hope my books are in it<-»if 
not, fend them; and particidarly • Catcott's Hutchinfo- 
nian jargon on the Deluge, and the M.S. GloiTary, com-' 
pofed of one fmall book, annexed to a larger.— —.My fift^r 
will remember me to Mifs Sandford. I have not ^uit* 
forgot herj though there are fo many pretty milliners, ice. 
that I have almoft forgot myfelf.— - Carty will think on 
sne : upon enquiry, I find his trade dwindled into nothing 
here. A man may very nobly ftarve by it, but he muft 
have luck indeed, who can live by it.— Mifs Rumfey, if 
(he comes to London, would do well, as- an old acquaint>«- 
ance, to fend me her addrefs.— London is not BriAol— ^ 
We may pitrole the town for a day, without raiiing one 
whifper, or nod of fcandal : if flie refufes, the curfe of al( 
antiquated virgins light on her : may (he be refufed, veheiv 
(he ihall reqoell. Mifs Rumfey wlD tell Mifs Baker, and 
Mifs Baker will tell Mif& Porter, that Mifs Porter's favoured- 
hamble fervant, though but a young man, is a very old 
lover J and in the eight and -fiftieth year of his age t but 
that, as Lappet fays, is- the flower of a man's days : and 
when a lady can*t get a' young hqfband, (he mufl put up 
with an old bedfellow. I left Mifs Singer, I am forry to fay 

it> 

f The ptwterer's brother, a cltrgyman to BfIAoI* 
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!t, in a very bad way ; that is> in a way to be marriecl.«i«««'. 
Biit mum— A(k Mifs Sukey Webb the reft; if (he knows; 
Ihc'U tell ye.— I beg her pardon for revealing the fecret, . 
but when the knot is faftened, (he (hall know how I came 
by it.— --Mifs Thatcher may depend upon it, that, if I am 
not in love with her, I am in love with nobody elfe : I hope ' 
(tie is well; and if that whining, fighing, dying pulplt-fop, 
Lewis, has not finiHied his langilifhing lectures, I hope (hff 
wiU fee her amorofo next Sunday.— If Mifs Love has-no 
objection to havhig a crambo (bng* on her name pubiiftied, 
it (hall be done.— 'Begging pardon of Mifs Cotton for what- . 
ever has happened to offend her, I can stffurc her it has hap- 
pened without my confent. I did not give her this afTuratice" 
when in Briftol, left if (hould feem like an attempt to avoid 
the anger of hsr fmiomt brother*. Enquire when you can, 
how Mifs Broughton received her billet. Let my fifter fend 
me a journal of all the tranfadlions of the females within the 
circle of your acquaintance. Let Mil^ Watkins know, that 
the letter (he made herfelf ridiculous by, was never intended' 
for her ; but another young lady in the neighbourhood, ot 
the fame name.* I promifed, ^before my departure, to write 
to fome hundreds, Ibelieve; but, what^with writing for putT- 
lications, and going to places of public diVeriion, which is 
as abfolutely nece(rary to me a&food, I find but ittle time to 
write to yout As to f Mr. Barrett, Mr. Catcott, Mr^.Bur- 

gum. 



* Excufe my impertinence in pointing out to you this un- 
afteaed trait of courage. 



f Yet are we continually peftered with the obligations of 
the literary world to Mr. Barrett. And every publication 
which fpeaks of Chatterton^ even Mr« Warten's quarto hif- 

lory. 



'( ilf ) 



j»m, 4rc. &c, they rate literary lumber fo lo^, that 1 Bcfiev* 
an author, in their eftlmation, jtiuft be poor indec^tf fiur 
here matters are otherveife } had Rowley been a Londoner, 
in/lead of a Briftowya^n^ I could have Uved by copying hi«. 
works.— In niy huhnblc opinion, I am under very ftw obfi- 
gallons to any perfons In Briflol ; one, indeed, has obliged 
me, but, as mo/l do, in a Manner which makes his obhgatlon 
no obligation. |-— My youthful acquaintances will not take 
^ jt in dudgeon that I do not write oftener to them, than I 
believe 1 (hail : but as I hai the happy art of pleaTing in conw 
verfatiws, my company ♦was often liked, where 1 did not 
like : and. to continue a correipondence under fuch circum* 
lUnces, would be ridiculous* Let my filler improve in co« 
pySng mttfie> drawingy and every thing which requires ge-^ 
nlus *. in BriftoPs mercantile ftjle thofe things may be ufe- 
lefty if not a detriment to her $ b«t hire they are highly 
profitable.. Inform Mr. Rhiiis that nothing (hall be 

wanting on my part, in the bufineft |ie was fo kind as to 

emjiloy 

tory, is made a hancUbill to advertize the public that Mr. B- 
«< is engaged in writing the antiquities of Briflol.'*— 'Nay, 
Sn the preface to-RowIey*s poehiS, printed b^. Payne, though 
the very pafiage to which this note refers is inferted, p. ix*. 
but f*fVidM tbi 'nHhes ; We are fold afteiV^trds, p. xi. that 
this low rater cf iitirary lumber « intends ta publifti in his 
** hiilory of Briilol, which the editor has the fet hfa ^ ftl oh to 
<' inform the public is very far advanced, a difeourfe om 
^ Jftifidwe, wflh fuch remarks as he o/ dll Ikhi litH^^ it befl 
«• fu^iftdtt mkt^* And ^1^ are totd before (p. Vf .) that fa 
<« the W/y laudable xeal of Mr. Catcott" (another of thefe 
low raters of litfcr'ary lumber) <* the public is ihdcbtcd for- 
«• the nl6ft confidfcrable p4rt of the follovdrig cdlle^lioh,''. 
1^— ^Precious dictators thefe of public gratitude ! 

t And will anyone ftifl talk of •tKew7 laudable »»ftB 
' •fly firiftol gentleman ? 
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fmploy me In i (hould be $la<l of a line from l^m to know 
whether he would engage In the marine department j or 
fpend the reft of his days^ fafe^ on dry ground. ^^^—Intended 
waiting on the Puke of Bedford, relative to the Trinity 
Houfe; but his Grace is dangerouJIy HI. My grandmother, 
I hope, enjoys the ftate of health I left her in. I am Mifs 
Webb*s humble fervant. Thome ihall not be fofgot, when 
I remit the fmall trifles to you. Notwichftahding Mrt. B.*t 
not being able to Inform me of Mr. Carfed't addreft, thro* 
the clofenei« of the pious Mr. Ewer, t luckily ftttmUed 
' upon it this morning. 

I remain, icc, iec, Stc» Hre. 

ThohAiS Chftttertofl* 

Monday tv«niAf • 

(Direei for me, at Mr. Walmfley*!, at Shoredlt«h— only.} 



Letter 4. 

Tom*o Coifec.houfc$ London, Ma^ }ei| 1770*^ 

Dear Sifter, 

There U fuch a nolfe of bufinefs and politicks. In the 
i;oom> that my inaccuracy in writing here, is highly excufa* 
ble. My prcfent profeflion obliges me to frequent places of 
the beft refort. To begin with, what every fiemale convcrfa- 
tion begins with, drefs. I employ my money now in fitting 
myfeif faftiionably, and getting into good company } this 
laft article always brings me in intereft. But I have en* 
gaged to live with a gentleman, the brother of a Lord (a 

Scorsli 
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Stotch one indeed) who is going to advance pretty deeply 
Into the bookfelling branches : I ihall have lodging and 
bearding genteel and elegant^ gratis : . this article in the 
quarter of the town he lives, with worfe accommoda- 
tions, would be 50I. per anntfm. I fliall have, likewife, no 
Inconfiderable premium : and aflure yourfelf every month 
fliall end to your advantage : I will fend you two filks this 
fummer ; and expeft, in anfwer to this, what colours you 
prefer. My mother (hall not be forgotten. My employ- 
ment will be writing^ voluminous hiftory of London, to 
appear in numbers the beginning of the next winter : as this 
will not, like writing political cfTays, oblige me to go to the 
CoiTee-houfe j I (hall be able to ferve you the more by it. 
But it wHl necefliute me to go to Oxfofd, Cambridge, 
Lincoln, Coventry, and every Collegiate Church near ; not 
ait all difagreeable journeys, and not to me expenfive. The 
Manufcript GlolTary, I mentioned in my lad, muft not be 
umitted. If money flowed as faft tipon me as honours, I 
would give you a portion of 5000I. You have, doubtlefs, 
heard of the Lord Mayor*s t-emonftrating and addreilmg 
the King : but it will be a piece of news, to inform yon 
that I have been with the Lord Mayor on the occa* 
fion. Having addreffed an efTay to his Lordfli»p, it was 
very well received 5 perhaps better than it dcferved ; and 
I waited oh his Lordlhip, to have his approbation, to ad-' 
^ drefs a fecond letter to him, on the fubjed of the remon* 

ilrance» and its reception. His Lordfliip received me as 
politely as a citizen could } and warmly invited me to calf 
on him again. The reft is a fccret-*— -But the devil of 
the matter is, there^s no money to be got of this iide the 
queftion. Intereft is of the other iide. But he is a poor 
author, who cannot write on both fides. I be^ve I 
may be introduftd (and, if I am not, I'll introduce my. 
feif) to a ruling power in the court party. I might have 
a recommendation to Sir George CoUbrook, an Eaft In^Iia 

diredtor. 
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^re^pr, d$ HUB^ifitd for an officc.no ways d^fjpicAte^ but 
I (hall not take a (^cp to |he fe^^ whjlft I can cootinuc on 
■l^n<^. I yent yefterday toWocdwicJi> to fee Mr. Wenflcy| 
he is paid |;o-day. The artillery is no unpleafing fight, ii 
\ye btar reflexion, aad do not conHdcf how much mifchief 
it may do. Greenwich Hofpital, and St. PauKs Cathedral, 
4u-e the only /Iruduros which could reconcile me to an/ 
tjiing out of the .Gothic. • Mr. Carty will hear from ma, 
foon : multlj»licity of literary bufiqefs taufi be pay ^cufe.— 
I condole >vith b«m, «nd my dear Mifs Sandfor^, in the 
misfof^un^ Of Mrs. Carty : my phyical advice is^ to leaCh 
her temples pleatifQUy: keep her very low in diet: at, 
moch in the dark as poiUble. Nor is this lall prefcriptioA 
t^e whim of an old woman : whatever hurts the eyes, af- . 
ip€ts the bra^n : and the particles of light, when the fun i* 
ip the fummer Tigns, are highJiy prejudicial to the eyes ^ 
4(nd k is itKm this fyaap^thjetic efie^, that the head ach is 
gjBi^al m AHnvk^r* Bnt, above all, talk to lier but litU^ 
and jaeverx:oiktradii£t h«r ;p aay t^9§^. This may be of fer« 
%lQt0 IhPivi\w^, Did a paragraph appear in your pa- 
per of Satiurday Uft, mentioning the inhabitants of LoA- 
tJon's.having opened jinpther vi/9w of St. Paul's } and ad« 
^iftog the corporation, or vcfity of Kcddift, to procure a 
more compleat view of Redclift ch;urch ? . My compliments 
to MiCs Thatcher : if I am in love, I am $ tho* the devil tak^ 
aie, if I «aP ^1 with .whom it is. I believe I may addrefs 
her in the wordfi of Scripture, wjuch no dopbt (he reveres > 
jEf you had not plowed wkh my heifer (or bu lock rather)^ 
you had not found ojut my riddle* Humbly thanking Mifs 
Rumiisy^ for her compliipf nury «kpreflion^ J c^imot tbinH 

it 



U this a letter of Clwtteitva or Rmltf9 
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it (htlsfadlory. Docs (he, or does The not; intend coming to 
London ? Mrs. O'Coffin has not yet jgot a place j bat there 
Is not the leaft doubt but (he will in a little tim<. 

Effay-writing has this advantage, you arc Aire of conftant 
|>ay ; ^and when you have once wrote a piece, which maket 
the author enquired after, you may bring the bookfcllers to 
your own terms. Eflays on the patriotic Cide, fetch no mors 
tkaii what the copy is fold for. As the patriots themfelves 
9re fearching for ^ place, they have no gratuities to fpare. 
So fays one of the beggars, in a temporary alteration of mine^ 
in thjc Jovial Crew* 



A patriot was my oceupation. 
It got me a name, but no pelf: 
Till, ftarv'd for the good of the nation* 
J begg'd for the good of myfelf . 

Fal, lal, &c. 



1 told them, if 'twas not for me. 
Their freedoms would all go to pot ^ 
I promised to fet them all free, 
£u£ never a farthing I got. 

Fal/Ul, &c. 



^— On the other hand, unpopular e/Tays will not even bt 
accepted : and you muil pay to have them printed, but then 
^ou .ieldom lofe by it.«-Courtiers are fo fenfible of their de- 
ficiency in merit, that they generally reward all who know 
how to daub them with aa appearance of it. To return to 
private affairs— Friend Slude may depe^> upon my en- 
deavouring to find the publications you mention* They 
publifli the Gofpel Magazine here, t^'or a whim I write h» 
it: I believe there ai^ not an^r fent to BriAol ^ they are 
R hardly 



Ikicdljr worth the ^arrUge : MethodktioJl)^ and n»meanm|^ 
Wicb the ufual ceremomes to my mother, and^rancUnothcr^ 
and fincerely, without ceremony^ wiihing them "both happy s 
^h«n It U in my power to make them To, they jfhall beXo'j 
and with my kind remembraxice to Mi(s Webb, and Mifit 
Thorne, I r«mam, as I ever wus, 

Ycurs^ Ac, to the end of the chapter, . 

Thomas' Chattertoii. 

P. S. I am this minute pierced through the heart, by the 
black eye of a young lady, dtiving along in a Hackney coach* 
■I am quite in love : if my hrvc iaftt <itt that time, 
yon ihall hear of it in my next. 



Letter 5* 

Jtuic 19, 1770. 
Pear Siiler, 

I have an horn4 coId«««— The reUition of the manner of 
jny catching it may give you t^on picafuie than the circum- 
Aance'itfelf.*-A8 I wrote very late Sunday night (or rather 
very early Monday morning), I thought to -have gone to bed 
pretty foon laft night : when being half undrefTed, I heard a 
very dole&it voice, fingiiB^ MiA HiJlTs ^erke bedlamite 
fon^^ : the htuB^dnim of the voice fo ilniek-me, that tbo' t 
.wa« obliged to lifted a long 'VKhilc, before I cowAd hear the 
wordt, I found the ^idilitude in the found. After heering 
tier with pleafure drawl for above half an hour, Ae jumped 
into a briiker tikie, and hobbled oaz the evep-famouafang, ia 
which .potor Jack Fowler was to have beenfatyri2ed«MP»i»<< I 
. << put my IWHAd into a buih : I pcitokM my finger to the 
.« hone : 2 ikwaibipihiling along:; Ithooght the iweettft 

« aowen 



•»*IUywt»» t^' find t" and ©thcf pretty flc^wtry expreffifofii^ 
were n^aUged with no inharmonious bray. I no^ ran 

to the window, and threw op the fa(h ; refolved to be fatis- 
fiedy whether oc no it was the identical Mifs Hifi,- in pro- 
pria perfona.---Buty alas ! it was a perfon whpfe twan£ i* 
▼ery well known, when ihe is awake, but who had drank fo 
much royal bob (the gingerbread baker for that, you know) 
that ihe was now finging herfelf afleep $ this Ibmnifying li- 
quor had made her roice fo like the fweet echo of Mifa 
Hill's, that if I had not cpnfider^ that Ihe could not fee her 
way up to London, I (hould aBfolutdy have imagined it 
her*s— -There was a feUow and a girl in one comer, aiof« 
bufy in attending to their own affairs, than the melody. 

Tbit pari' of thi kiUr^ for fome ItnesyU not 
kgiiU. 

• • . . ^ • the MMming) from Marybonc ganleat * 
I faw the fellow in the ca^ at the watch-h«i^, in the parifli 
of St. Giles's ; and the nymph is an hHiabStant of one o£ 
Cupid*s inns of Court.— Tliert was one imiiitiMle itwvulel 
be injvftiee le let flip. A drunken filbnuin, who i^lis foufe 
maekarel) «id other dklitteua d«ifttics> to>¥ti9 eternal detri- 
ment of all twopenny ordinaries j as h*s beA commodity, ftis- 
fiilmon> goes off at three haff-peiice the piece > «his itinerant 
merchant, thi^ movx^abhs flfli-fVaU^ having tttKwife had.Ris 
do(^ of boib-royid^ ftood ftifl for a while ; and then joined 
chorus in & tone, whkh would have laid half a dozen law* 
yers, pleading for their fees, faft a/feep t this naturally rfi* 
minded me of Mr. Haythorne's fong of • 

<* Say& P1a(p»^ who oy oy oy fliould man be vain ?** 

However, my entertainment, though fweet enough initfcl?^. 
Itts a diOl of four fiuice ftrved up in it, for I liavl: a. melf hor^ 
rible weezing in the throat : but 1 don't »^)js«t Wat I hkve 

thiflL. 



< «»♦ > 

ftiis^old^ for t^ere are fo many noftrums here, that *fSft 
worth a man's while to get a diftemper i he can be cured fo 
cheap. "• 

June 29tb> 1770. 

lAy cold is over ancT gone. If tKe above dii not recall to 
your mind fbme fcenes of laughter^ you have loil your ideas 
of riiibility* 



Letter 6. 



Dear Mother— 



I fend you in the box- 
Six cups and iaucers, witk two bafons,.for ihy A^» U 
a China tea-pot and cream-pot is, in your opinion^ neccf- 
fary, I will fend them ; but I am informed they are unfa- 
flkionable, and that the red China, whiqh you are provided 
with, is more in ufe. 

A cai^go of patterns for yourfelf, with s a ihuff-box^ right 
French, and very curious in my opinion. 

Two fans—the filver one is more grave than the other^ 
which would fuit my fiAer beA, But that I ieave to you 
both. 

Some Britlih-herb fnuff in the box : be careful how you 
op^n it. (This I omit, left it injure the other matters.) 
Some British, herb tobacco for my grandmother, with a 
pipe. Some trifles for Thorne. Be aifured whenever I 
bave the power, my will won't be wanting to teftify, that I 
remember you. 

Yours, 

T. Chatterton*' 
July 8, 1770, 

N. B. I ihall foreftall your intended journey, and pof 
down upoiv you at Chriftmas, 

I could 



Tc<mld have wiflied you had fent my red pocket-booli^, 
as' 'tis very material. 

I bought two very curious twifted pipes, * for my grands 
mother ) but, both breaking^ I was afraid to buy others, left( 
they (hould break in the box, and, being looCb, injure ther 
China* Have you hear4 any thing further of the clearance ? 
IMrea for me, at Mii. Ang^eTs, Tack-maker, Brook-Aceer^ 
zioibom* 



Letter ^ 



• It has been tfce frequent complaint of poets, tfiat their 
eyes, «« hi a finefrenry rolling, glancing from heaven to earth*. 
«* from ea^th to heaven," muft be fometimes fixed on 
worldly rtatters 5 muft now and then fubmit to fettle an 
account, -or to caft up a waflierwoman*s bill. What ihafl. 
we fay of tiusunprincipkdy ^ofiigaie boy, who could pafs fb' 
regularly from the beauties of the head, to the beauties of 
the heart ; from the mufe df fine^ to the domeftk deity f. 
{h>m the ehorus taOodMn or i£Ua, to a tea.-potfor his mo- 
ther and a tobacco-^iplk'forhis grandmother.^ Pflilmaaazar^ 
with aM his tnetbodifioi, ^does not even pretend to have ever 
enquired after his parents ; though he might, withoutdan- 
gcr of difcovery, have relieved their neceffities, C.*s affec- 
.tion more than kept pace with hia Vilamy (that's -the cha^ 
ritable word, I think). Nor does he ever mention a. new 
profped. Without accompanying it whh a^iew promise of 
what his mother and After mtght-^tpea from it. W!io cni 
read thefe letters without fefie£ting that this profligate and 
unprincipled villain might havewreftled a little longer with, 
might, perhaps, have conquered, want and hunger, had he 
lent fewer unneceiTary prefents to lito>lxl<aCMr^'€ttery andt 
2>'Andmothec I 
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Dear Sifter, 

I have fentyoQ fome china, and a fan. You have your 
choice of two. I am furprized that you chofe purple an4 
gold } I went into the (hop to buy it } but it is the moil 
di&^reeable colour I ever fawj dead, lifeiel^, and inele- 
gant. Purple and pink, or lemon and pink, are more gen- 
teel and lively. Your anfwer in this affair will oblige me*. 
"Ae aflured, that I (hall ever make your wants, my wants t 
and ftretch to the utmoil to fierve you. Remember me to 
Mifs Sanford, Mifs Rumfey, Mifs Singer, &c, tec. &c. 

As to the fongs, I have waited this week for them, and' 
have not had time to copy one perfe^ly ; when the feafon*s 
•ver, you will have *em all in print. I had pieees laCL 
month in the following Magazines ; 
Gofpel Magazine, 
Town and Counthy, vir« 

KfariaFricndleft.- 
Fa! fe Step. 
Huater of Oddities. 
To Mifs Buih, &c. 

Court and City. London. Political Regiiler, &e. ic9^ 

The Chriftian Magazine, as they are not to be had per- 
U€t, are not worth buying I remain. 



July II* 177^ 



Y©ur*s, 

T. Chatterton. 



tetter S« 
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* Letter 8. . , 

lam now about an Oratorio, which when finl/hed will 
purchafe you a gown. You may be ceitaln of feeing m% 
before the ift of January, 1771.— «>The clearance is imma- 
teriaL—My mother may expe^ more pattems^^-vAlmoft all 
the next Town and Country Magazine is mine, I have an 
univerfal acquaintance: my company Is courted every 
where) and, could I humble myfdf, to gointo'acomptert 
could have had twenty places before nov^j but I mu ft be 
among the great : State matters fuit me better than com- 
mercial. The ladies are not out of my acquaintance. I 
liave a deal of bufinefs now, and m^ft therefore bid you 
adieu. You will have a longer letter from nie foon a nd 
more to the purpofe. * 

Your's, 

T. C. • 
90th July, 1770. 



* The publick may be njptrtioi the authenticity of theie 
letters, and of tvery thing which is related of this boy. 
wAll the originals of his letters here printed, except the origi. 
nal of this taft, are in the pofleifion of bis mother, or fi/lec^ 
who, I believe, are lUU living in Briitol, and keep lictte day- 
fchools* ^ The original of this (they received no more——-* 
he died on the ft4th of the next month), his mother fuffered 
to be retained as a curiofity. That, and the original letter 
from his fiifler,' dated September i%, 1778, are depofited ia 
the hands Of Mr. Kearfly. f 

The Editor. 
During 
t t The publilher of this Yolumo/ 



During the period in which thefe letters 
were written, C. produ(t»d many of rtie things 
printed in the volume of his Mifcellanies. One^ 
paflage I will be at the jtrouble of copying, he- 
caufe it Oaoms the acutenefs of his m«ntBl fights 
which c6uld plainly difttnguifli eadi varying 
ray of excellence, and fee blots even in th^ 
fun from^which jiis genias fprung). and whicb 
it worfhipped. 



«But, alas! happmefs Is of fliort duration; or, tbfpeafc 
in the language of the high-founding Oflian^ Behold! thau 
art happy; but foon^ ah! foon, wilt thou be miferable* 
Thou art as eafy and tranquil as the face of the green-man- 
tled puddfe; but foon, ahj foon, wilt thou be tumbled 
and toffed by misfortunes, like the ilir^am q£ the wafter-mill* V 

Thou art beautiful as the Cathedral of Canterbury ; but 
foon wilt thou be deformed like Chinefe palace-paling. So 
the fun rlfing tn the^d, gilds the borders of the blkck 
'mountains, and laces with hj« golden rays (he dArk4>i!owB / 

heath. The hJrtd leaps ov«r the flowery la?wn, and the fee- - 

ky bull rolls in the bubbling brook. The wild boar maket <, i 

ready his armour of defence. The iiihabitancs of the roek 
dance, and all nature joins in the fong. But fee f riding eh 
the wings of the wind> the black clouds fly. The noify 
thunders roar 5 the rapid lightnings gleam ; the rainy tor- 
rents pour; and tlie dripping fwain flies over the mountains, 
fwift as Bickerftaflf, the fon of fong, when the monO^ 
MmitUiHam, keeper of the dark and black eave, purfued 
him over the hills of death, and the green meadows of dark 
moKU i ■■ > O, Oflian ! immortal genius ! what an invocation 
could I make now ! But I ihail leave it to the abler pen of 

Mr. 
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Mr. DufFf , and rpinotit the thread of ihy ownadTttntiu^t.** 
.Town and Country Magazine, July lyyoyp. J75. 

Of courfe I have been a little curious after 
the fhort part of his life which he fpent in town* 
By his letters you fee he lo^^ firft in Shore- 
ditch; afterwards (when his employments ina^c 
it necei&ry for him to frequent public places^ 
I fuppofe) in Brook-itreft, Holborn. Th^ 
man and woman where he firft lodged are ftill 
Jiving in the fame houfe. He is aplaiftere^ 
They and jheir nephew,, and niece (the latte;r 
about as 0I4 as C. would be now, the former 
three years yovjnger) j and Mrs. Ballance, who 
lodged in the houfe, and deilred them to let C. 
. (her relation) lodge there alfo, have been feen* 
^The little colleded from them you Ihall have 
in their own words. But the life he led did 
not afford them many opportunities to obferve 
him, could they have imagined that fuch a be- 
ing was under the fame roof with them^ or 
that they would be affced for their obfervatiohs^ 
upon him, after an interval of fo many years. 
Mrs. Ballance fays be was as proudl as Lucifer. 
He iVery foon quarrelled with her for callino^ 
him *' Coufm Tsmmy^^ and aflced her if fhe 
. ever beard of a poet's being called Tommy : 

But 

+ This alludes, I conclude, to '« Critical obferyations'* by 
W.DufF, A, M. 8vo, 5s. Beckct— publiftied in June ijio, 
Mr. D, admits but three original genJufe* in poetry, ifQmer, 

Slan, and Shakefpeare— Would not Chatterton complete 
triumvirate better than OfliaQ ? 



Bttt fte affiifed kkn ihc knew ii»dB«g of iioets^ 
and only wiAcd he would not fet up for a gen*- 
tteman» Upon her reoommendiAg it to lum to 
get into Ibme oAce) wtien heUadbeen in town 
two or three weeks^ he (b»rtned about the cooA 
filBe a madman^ aitd frightened her not a tittfe^ 
by telling faev, he hoped, with the Ueffing l)f 
Gdd, very ibony to be fent prifoner to the 
Tower, which wouH make his fortune, ife 
would often look ftedfiiftly in a perfoB^^g fatOy. 
wtdiout ^eakfftg, or ieeming to fee the per- 
fon, for a quarter of an hour or mortj tilllt 
was quite frightful ; during all which titrie 
(ibe Aippofes, from what'-ihe has nnee heard), 
Ws thoughts t^rcre ^gone ahout fomething ritt^r 
When Beckfoni died,, he was pcrfe<aif fratttJc,. 
and out of his mind ; and faid he wtis rtAr^^ 
He frequently iaid he fljfould fettle the naWto 
fceforehc had done ; butho^ could fhe tMnk h*r 
poor conffn Tommy was fa great a inan a& fte 
now finds he was ? His tnotijer (hould-have 
written word of his greatnefs, and then, to be 
fure, fhe would have humoured tte gehtFnhaa 
accordingly. Mr. Walmfley few nothing ^f 
him, but that there was. fomething rtanijr a¥id 
pkafing about him, and thathe did not drffflce 
the wenches. — Mrs. W.*s account is, that (he 

never few any harm of him that he nev^r 

mjliftfd her i but w^ always y^ry civil, wbe|ir 

CVCJt 



4^i(r4ittjr mtt'in.'tlie Jhottfe bjraccideiiti^-^dut 
lie would -never fuffer the r<Miiii, ia^rtiichiie 
iifedto read and write, t& be ftvte^t, becaufe, 
lie faid, poets haCed brooms — tbat flie told hini 
Ikt did not^cnbw wy thing p^jUisviFeec good 
ft^, but to ik in a dh-^ oap aii4 gpwn in a 
^arret^ and at hft to be^ftarved-^haty during 
themnewecfas he was at her houfe, tie nt¥er 
^Aaid^Hit' After the fem% Jiour^ except once, 
*$riieh 'he did not <5ome home all night, and had 
4>eien, fiie heard, p9etwg a Ibng^^ut the ftreets« 
•—- r^This night, Mrs, Balhince lays, flie Itnows 
iite lodged at a reHrtion^, becaufe Mr, W,^s 
%oufe was fhttt UB when he eame home. 

Thenieee-feys, for her part, fte always took 
%im more for a madbdy than any thing clfe, be 
*Would hare fttch flights and twjr«rfVj — that, but 
for his face, and her knowledge of his age, file 
"ihould never have thought him a boy, he was fo 
inanly, and fo much himfelf' — that no women 
'Came after him, nor did fheJcnow of any con- 
nexion ; but ftill, tiiat he was a (ad rake, and 
"terriUy fond of women, and would fometimes 
^%e fancy to her^-thaf he^atewhat he chofe to 
^havewtth hts rektion (Mrs. "&.) whoiod^ in 
*fhe boufe, but he never touched meat, and 
r^ank on>y water, and feemed to live on the 
M^i — Did not I fend you foaiebeaHtiM French 

line? 
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laft jesLt from Ireland i Chiittei^on'$ muffe had 
the fame eSeSt as Robin's miftrefs-— 

Plus qu'un Hermite il fait maifgres repas. 

The niece adds that he was good tempered, 
and agre^ble, and obliging, but fadly proud 
and haughty) nothing was too good for him^ 
nor was any thing to be too good for his 
grandmother, mother and flfter, hereafter-^— 7 
that he had fucb a fraud fpirit as to fend the 
china, &c. (mentioned in his laft letter but 
two) to his'grandmother, &€. ^at a. time when 
ihe (the niece) knew he was almoft in want--r 
that he ufed to fit up almoft all night, readii^ 
and writing ; and that her birother faid he was 
afraid to lie with him ; for, to be fure, he was 
SL fpirit i and never fleptj for he never came to ^ 
bed 'till it was morning, and then, for what 
he few, never clofed his eyes. 

The nephew. (C.'s bedfellow, during the 
Jirft fix weeks he lodged there) fays, that, 
notwithftanding his pride and haughtinefs, it 
was impoifible to help liking him — that he 
lived chiefly upon a bit of bread, or a tart, and 
fome water: but he once or twice faw him 
takea (beep's tongue out of his pocket — that C. 
tpJiis knowledge, never flept while they lay toge- 
ther; that he never came to bed 'till very late, 
Sometimes thre^ or four o'clock^ and was always 

aw^e 
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mwake when he ('the nephcwr) waked • and got 
up at the fanae time, about five or fix — that al- 
moft every morning the floor was covered with 
pieces of paper not fo big as fixpences, into 
-which he had torn what he had been writing 
before became to bed. In fhort, they all agree 
that no one would have taken him, from his be- 
haviour, &c. to have been a poor boy of 17^ and 
a fextwi's fon — they never faw fuch another 
perfon before nor (ince— *he appeared to have 
fomething wonderful about him. They fay, he 
gave noreafon for quitting their houfe. They 
/ound the floor of his room covered with little 
pieces of paper, the remains of his ^^/in^^, a$ 
they term it. 

:And y«t poor Edwin was no rulgar boy^ 
Deep thought oft feem'd to fix his infant eye. 
Dainties he heeded not^ nor gaude, nor toy^ 
£ave one (hort pipe of rudeft minArelfy. 
Silent, when glad \ affeAionate, though fliy i 
And now his look was mofl demurely fad \ 
And now he laughM aloud, yet none knew why. 
The neighbours ftared and (igh^d, yetblefsM the lad : 
S^im dieatd him wondrms mtJft, ^ndfime btlu<9*d bim wigdm 

Mrs. Angel, to whofehoufe he removed from 
Shoreditch, I have in vain endeavoured repeat- 
edly to find out. A perfon in diftreffed circunir 
Aances, as I underftand her to be, is flow to 
S believe 



t ?94 ) 

Relieve that an inquiiy after her kiditig plsuie^ 
is only fet on foot by the curio£ty of honieft 
^nthufiafm. Little verfed in the hiftory of 
mankind, fhe cannot imagine how any one can 
be curious or concerned about a perfon, fo 0iany 
years after his deaths for . whom in his life-time 
no one cared a farthing. Every ftranger is to 
lier imagination a bailiff in difgui-Te^ In every 
bafty tread (he hears ^^ the moniter Bumbaitia^ 
** no, keeper of the dark and bla<sk cave,^-- »- 
Poor hunted animal ! If thou wert kind to Chat- 
terton; if, by thy charitable means, his young 
iairs were brought down with fomewhat Irfs of 
jforrow to the jgrave, never may the monfter lay 
his cruel paw upon thy fhoulder !• 

Could Mrs. Angel be found, much might not 
be learnt from her (hort knowledge of C. for he 
remained nine weeks in Shoreditch — at leaft, 
not much more, perhaps, than has been gotten 

from Mrs. Walmfley and her family Mrs* 

Wolfe, a barber's wife, within a few doors of 
the houfe in which Mrs* Angel lived, remem- 
bers him, and remembers his death. She fpeaks 
alfo of his proud and haughty fpirrt, and adds, 
that he appeared both to her and Mrs. A. as if 
he was bom for fomething great. Mrs. A. told 
her, after His death, that, as fhe knew he hjnd 
not eaten any thing for two or three days, fhe 
J ■ begged 
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bd^geJlic would take fomc dinner with hcro» 
the 24th of Auguft ; but he was offended at 
her exprriffions, which fecmed to hint he was 
m waiUy and affiwred her he was not hungry^ 



The firft Book; of Seattle's beautiful Mn^ 
Jfrei appeared in 1771. While he was cm- 
ployed in painting an ideal Edwin 5 Brijftoly 
without knowing it> pofleffed the original. 
Edwin was certainly die child of Percy's 
*^ Reliqwcs of antlent Englifli Poetry :" per- 
haps Chatterton is defcended from the fame 
parents. We too may lament, with Beattie,, 
over our, Minfirel— 

Ah ! who can teU how hard it U to climB 
The Aeep whea-* Fame's, proud temple &inet a&r \ 
Ah> who can leU Jm^ many a foul Aiblime 
Hath felt the influence of malignant ftar. 
And wa^ed wicli fortune. an eternal war ! 
Ctodf d'hy the feoff of pride, and «nvy*e frowitj 
And poverty's unconqaierabie fcar> 
In life's low vale remote hathpinM alone, 
S5k«. dropt into tbe^rave, un^itied and unknown ! 



Sucb was the fli<a-t and incredible life a?' 
Thomas Chatterton. Over his death, for the 
fake of the wo rid (he is out of the reach of oup/ 
S 2 pitjr/ 



pity or concern), I would willingly draw areiL 
But this muft not be. They who are in a con- 
dition to patronize merit, and they who feel a 
confcioufnefe of merit which is not patronized, 
may form their own refolutions from the cata- 
ftropheof his tale ;--thofe, to lofe no opportu- 
nity of befriending geniu«j thefe, to feize 
every opportunity of befriending themfelves ; 
and, upon no account, to harbour the moft . 
diftant idea of quitting the world, however it 
may be unworthy of them, left defpondency 
jfhould at laft deceive them into fo unpardona- 
ble a ftep. Chatterton, as appears by the Co- 
roner's Inqueft, fwallowed arfenick, in water> 
on the 24th of Auguft, 1770 ; and died, in 
confequence thereof, the next day. He was 
buried in a (hell, in the burying-ground of 
Shoe-lane work-houfe. His taking fuch a 
rafh and unjuftifiable flep, is almoft as ftrange, 
as his fathering his poems upon Rowley. That 
he fhould have been driven to it by ahfoluU want, 
though I don't fay it was not fo, is not very 
poflible; finc^ he never indulged himfelf in 
meat, and drank nothing but water *. The Co- 
roner 

• In the Preface to Rowley's Poems^ p. x. we are told 
<< he was reduced to real indigence, from which he was 
« relieved by deaths in what manner is not certainly 

« known,'* 



ixmef Had M flttnuffe^ of the uyAmchiAy bdii^ 
nefs, and h unable to call any of the cifcunn 
ftonceS) at this diitance of .time^ .to his memory* > 
TbewitoefTes before tb« Inqi^ft, as appears > 
by his memorandiiin^ were Frederick Angdl,. 
Mury Fofter, William Hamfley : none of whom 
I. have been able to Had out* . That bis defpaic 
fbould fix onAuguft, that it ftould not haro 
ftaid, at leaft, till the.gloonQkier months of win«^ 
ter, muft furprize thofe who are fe&iible of the 
influenpe of fuch a. climate as ours. ReccJ- 
le&ing what Mrs. Nevmm fays of the dEkSb 
the mopn bad upon her brother^ I fearched for. 
the moon's changes in . Auguft, ^ 7 7P- Much . 
oa«Hot be prefumed from them«. The moon, 
was at the fiUl on the 6th, and in the laft quar- 
ter the 14th* The 20th» at 11. at n%ht» them 
was a new moon* . The fatal day was the 24tfaL. . 
«M— But who can bear to dwell upon^ or argue 
about, the felf-^eftru&ion of fuch a being as 
Ghatterton? TJie motives for. every thing be 
did are paft finding out. . 

His room, when it was brdce* open, after, 
his death, ^was found, . like the room he quitted^ 

at. 



«« laiown.V Nowy the inaBner is c^rtainlf kaowB 5 the : 
<)aufe (rM/ Indigence) is not. Csaituiy o«e be (ax he.wai 
loot determined to feai hi« fecret with his death r . 
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at Mr. Walmfley's, covertjd with Httle feraps 
of paper. What apifkure would he have made^ 
with the fatal cup by his bedfide, deftroying 
plans of future Mllas and Godwins^ and unfi- 
niflied books of the battle of Haftings? M. I 
have had the — (call it what you will) to fpend 
half an hour in this room. It was halfs an^ 
hour of moft exquifite fenfations. My vifit 
of devotion was paid in the morning, I remem- 
ber ; but I was not myf(?lf again all day. To- 
look round the room ; to fay to myfelf, here 
flood his bed ; there the pdifon was fet 5 in that 
window he loitered for fome hours before he 
retired'to his laft reft, envying the meaneft paf- 
ienger, and wifliing he could exchange his own 
flings, and intellects, for their manual pow* j 

ers and infenfibility ! Then, abhorrence of his ! 

death, abhorrence of the world, and I know 
not how many different and con trad iftory, but 
all diftrafting ideas ! Nothing fliould tempt me 
to undergo fuch another half-hour. 



Briftdl/ftand forth ! Too juft are even tHefe rhymes 
Without ^ tr?al to condemn thy crimes. 
Comc'tttrward, anfwer to thy curfed name ! 
Stand, if thou dare, before the bar of fame. 
Briilol, hold up thine hand, that damned hand 
Which fcatters mifery over half a land, 
The land of Genius ! 1 ■ 



But 



But my indignation cannot ftay for rhyme, yet 
it muft vent itfelf. 

Tell me, Briftol, where is Savage ?♦ Whither 
didft thou drive Hume ?t Where haft thou hid 
the body of murdered Chatterton ? Where are 
his mother and his fifter ? Could not the femsile 
hand of charity} fpare one mite totheftarving 

child 



• Johnfon*s life of Savage. 

•f " In 1734," fays Hufne> in his- life, *< I went to Brif^ 
'< tol, witli fome recommendations to eminent merchants $ 
*' but, in a few months, I found that fcene totally unfuit- 
^ able to me.** In his hiftory, fpeaking of Naylor the 
mad quaker, who fancied himfelC transformed into Chrif^, 
we are told, <' he entered Briiiol, mounted on a horfe;— — 
<< I fuppofe,*' adds Hume, <' from the difficulty in that 
** place of finding an «/«.** 4(0 edition, i77o* vol. 7* 
p. 360. 

X The following is a lifl of the late Mrs. Peloquin*s pub« 
lie donations, who Tfied ^t Brldol. 
To the chamber of the City of Briftol, for the 

benefit of the poor not receiving alms - 19^0 o o 

To the Briftol Infirmary - - - ^000 o o 

To the Bath Hofpital - - - 500 o o 

To St. Stephen's Church ... ^00 o o 

For the propagation of the Gofpd . « 500 o o 

For promoting Chriftian Knowledge - 500 o o 

^^.26400 o 
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terton calls thee. Unworthy fuch a ti^eafure i 
Muchmone unworthy bis guardian cai^e ! For». 
Ganft thou be Aire, ungrateful city, the fpiri( 
of negle&ed C^tterton does not ftill beft de- 
light to baunt the plac^ which gave him birth?: 
Canft thou be cert^n his watchful provid^^ccj 
did nJDt lately extinguifli the threatening flames- 
of treafon ? f. Perhaps, while L write, his:, 
fpirit protefts your commerce-; 

Ot, in black armour ^ ftaUcs around' 

Embattled Brift©!, fmcc his ground, 
Jimd sl<yws, afdurous, «« the caftle ftairs $ 

Or> ^rf) refund the mynfter glares*. 

Petteiiis 16^ BrHbl ftUl lie <ares $ 
Cuandi it from foemtn and <K>Afuming fiit ; . 
. Like Avon's ftream enfyrkes it round/ 

Nor iets a DamQ enharm the ground, 
Till in one flame all the whole world expire. J! 



But the feelings of the moment have hurried - 
tne away. Briftol is not culpable. She may be 
proud that fhe produced C. and need not, per-" 
haps, blufh for his death. Had he remained in 

th^ 



* See his fecond letter to his mother. 

f John the Painter. 

} See the concluflon of the '< Song of ^Ua,** 
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the «* miferahU handet^* Rowley mujt ine^oi^ 
iahly have worked his way in the world. " Sir 
Charles Bawdin" and the « fong of iElla,'* 
were already known to fame. Rowley's other 
poems muft foon have blazed out — they could 
not, cold as was the age, have been kept much 
longer, even by the chilling hand of pewter 
patronage, from kindling a flame in the literary 
world, which haply might have cheered their 
author— and Chatterton might, now (di- 
ftra(fting reflexion !) j might, nine years ago ; 
might, before he was twice nine years old ; 
have been confidered as the mofl extraordinary 
I prodigy of genius the world ever faw. Nay, 

had he continued at Briftol only a few weeks 
longer, bad he continued in the world only a 
few days longer, he might haye been preferved. 
For, oh my M. I have been afTured that the 
late amiable Dr. Fry, head of St. John's in 
Oxford, went to Briflol the latter end of 
[ Augufl 1770, in order to.fearch into thehiftory 

f of Rowley and Chatterton, and to patronize 

the latter if he turned out to be the former, or 
to deferve affiflance— when, alas ! all the in- 
telligence he could pick up about either was» 
that Chatterton had, within a few days> de- 
ftroyed himfclf. 



Let 



( 20i >: 

Let' me mcnrion one circumftaricc which 
flrikes me here, after which I maintain it to 
be impoffible that a fmgle individual (hould 
doubt, for a fingle moment, whether JEila^ 
&c. were all written by a poor fexton^s fon, 
befone he was fl may fay) fevewtecn^ — After 
Chattefton kft Brifiol we fee but one more of 
Rowley's poems, '* The ballad of Charitie :** • 
And that a very fliort one. What was the rea* 
fon of this ? Had G. given to the world all the 
contents of Canynge*8 cheft ? Certainly not — 
for he is known to have fpoken of other MS. 
both at Briftol and in town; and you have 
feen him write to his mother, that, " had 
** Rowley been a Londoner, inftead of a Bri- 
*• flowyan^ he cottld live by copying his 
*« w<vks." Is it likely that a lad, poffeft of 
a cheft full of fuch poems ((bme of whicb he 
fold for trifles to a pewterer, before he wanted 
money of knew its value), ftiould^ when ffi 
real diftrefs,, and when he could have lived by 
caily copying them, part with none of them, 
oiFer not one of them to any bookfeller ? Ridi- 
cttlotis ! Impoffible \ This was the vtrj mo- 
ment to produce them*. In my own mind I 
am perfuaded that, had C. really found the 
poems in an old cheft, the idea of fhrgin^^ 
Qth^rs,. as like them as he could,^ would now 

ha^e. 
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%X9t ftruck hiaji. But, in truth, Canynge^s 
xJjd ckeft yr^ only bis oWtII fruitful invention^ 
At Briftol, undifturbed by the .cares, or the 
pleafures of the world, his genius had nothing 
to do but to indulge itfelf in creating Rowley 
and his works. In London, was to be learnt, 
that which even Genius cannot teach, the 
knowledge of life— —Extemporaneous bread was 
to be earned more fuddenly than even Chatter- 

* ton could write poems for Rowley— ^and, in 
confequence of his employments, as he tells 
his mother, public places were to be vifited, 
and mankind to be frequented. He who f;^bri- 
cated fuch poems, in the calm and quiet of 
£riftol, muft have been almoft more than man, 
Had C. produced thean to the world as/ajlj 
amidft the avocations, the allurements, the 
imiferies of his London life, I would immedi* 
ately become a convert to Rowley. At pre- 
fent, if I fall down and worihip Rowley, it 
<:an only be as the golden image which Chat* 
<terton has ikt up. 

The ballad of Charity, the laft of Rowley's 
9>oems, in addition to the internal proofs thi^ 
it was a compofition of the day, carries melan^ 
choly conviflion to the mind, that it was the 
compofition of Chatterton. The note, which, 
the editor of Rowley's poems tells us, accomi- 

panied 
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pani^d this paftoral to the printer, is dated 
*' Briftol, July 4, 1770." Now, in what 
moiUh is the fcene laid ? 

In vfV|jFW the fweltilc fun gan flieene, 
Ajid hotce upon t|^e meads did cad his ra]r« 

If C. had this iyy him all 1769, is it not odd 
that this fliould be the only poem he did not 
Ihow Catcott ? Is it not fingular he fhould not 
produce it till July 1770 ? Till the very month 
in which it was originally written ? 

Look in his glomed face, his fprite there fcan, 

How -woebegone, how withered, faplefs, dead ! 

Hafte to thy church-glebe houfe, afshrewed man j 

Hade to thy kifte, thy only dortoure bed ! 

Cold as the clay which will gre on thy head 

Is charity and love among high elves j 

Knightis and Berom live for pleafure and themfelves. 

This feems too plainly defigned for a fketch 
of himfelf, and of the coldncfs with which he 
conceived he had been treated ; efpecially as 
<^ the Memoirs of a Sad Dc^" appeared in the 
Town and Country Magazines for July and 
Auguft 1770: wherein C. ridicules Mr. Wal- 
pole with fome humour, under the title of 
Barott * Otranto. And, more efpecially, as in a 

note 

• There is a very remarlcable paffage in this ridicule^ 
** Should any critic siflert it is impoflible fuch an imagina- 

« tion'* 
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note of his own, upon the fourth word in the 
4hmza (glmtmedj^ he writes thus— — 

<* clouded, dejeSed, A peribn of foxne note in thelitt- 
<< rary world, is of opinion that jfArm and^A^m are modern 
** cant vor4$; tiid ixwa this circiimfhuice doubts the au« 
5< thenticityofRcniid^'sMiS; Gktm^tmng^'mx^t^dxo^^ 
** iigniiiesr twilight, a dark an<} dubious Mght; .and the 
** modern word^/(70/^ is derived irom the Ssgcoi^ jf&Mer.**- 

-—Again, tbe€on£<iencewith^vliicfahe (jpeaks 
of Rowley's merit, now that lie ismorecoa^ 
vinced of bis own abilities than ihe was wjien 
be carried the produ&ions of them Q»^<i2at<»Mtt 
— ^" An ex€€ltni balade of Cbaritie/' Qm-t 
you fee his indignation penning tbe ooie |x> the 
printer ? I can* ^* If the Gloilairy aiUK^ed 
<< to the following piece will make the Ian- 
« gi^ge intelligible ; the finiiminU^difcri^tim^ 
^^ and verftfication are hi^fydifrrMtg thejMif^ 
" tiQu of the literati'^ Had it b^^n iboiigbt. (p 

«<tion'' (that by die ehwsnt lof iRoMviflSMtf^ifJUm^Af he 
was carried back to the ageof his finrqiifjie heilPii(i<hard 
the Third) << could enter the cetthi^Uiua of the^Baroiiy who 
« confines all his ideas within the n^urrow limits ^f pro* 
««-priety (for the fongs of Robin Jlood were not in being 
'' till the reign of BJizabedi)-*— His aiTertion ihall ftand 
«< ttii€o»tradi6led by vatfO* Iknenu,'* fays C. in the eha* 
n^ier ^- Harry Wtkliire, **kj^m)0ifide9tperien(tfihat, 
** wheM amatttbv' refiives to tbwk bMeffin the figkt, H 
** u more than human argumefit can^dotocomfmee him he 
^* ij in the wrongt^^ 

T 
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ckferve the attention of the magazine, it might 
poinbly have made its way to the literati, and 
the author mighjt have been.fnatched from the 
fangs of fuicide by the hand of Fame. But, 
although the note is dated July 4, no fuch 
poem appears in the magazine >fbr that month, 
nor for any other. Yet, furely, Rowley's 
*' ballad of Gharitie" could not have difgradeJ 
the chafte records of an immortal magazine 
^f 1770, more than Rowley's ** Elinoure and 
*' Jjuga" in 1769 ! Addifon faid, he would put 
his friend Sir Roger de Coverley to death, left 
anyone fhould murder him. Is it poffible that 
C* {hoytli have determined to murder himfelf, 
because the Town and Country Magazine 
doubfcd the exiftence of his friend Rowley ? 
In turning overtheir volume for 1 7 70, Ithought 
I had found room, for fome fuch fufpicion, 
(when I met with the following pafTagc amdng 
the? aGfcnowkdgcmeHts to correfpondents— — 
« The Paftoral from Briftol, figned D. D/' 
(which I conclude to be an error of the prefs 
for D.B. — efpecially, as no other acknowledg- 
ment is made for Chatterton's Paftoral) ** ha« 
** fome Ihare of merit; but t%^ author will^ 
'* doubdefs, difcover, upoii another peHifal'of 
" it, many exceptionable paffages." However, 
on looking again, I faw this was prefixed to 
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the Magazineyir Auguft — Confequently, wliett, 
it was publifliedon the ift of September, Chat- 
tcrton was beyond the reach of Magazines.~ 
But it is pretty clear the Magazine thought 
C. was the author of Rowley's poems. 

The circumftance moft extraordinary, «nd 
which muft appear fo even to thofe (if there 
ftill be any fuch) who will not think as I thinki* 
is this — ^that he not only in his diftrefs'never 
endeavoured to procure i>read by writing poeins' 
for Rowley (orby jprodacing one or two' from 
the «wjy (ih^i full of Rowley's poems, which 
he hadin his pofTeffion, and brought to town 
in his pocket, and carriedabout in his pocket); 
but, that, havii^ written the "ballad of 
** Charitie,'?. he, did not, in diftrefs by which 
ibme think he W2i3 driven to fuicide, titrn it, 
or endeavour to tu^a it into money; -All h!$~ 
other things, after he came to town, as w 
known from bookfellers, and is cl^ar from his 
letters^ were/^/i; the^* ballad of Charitie" was- 
a free-will offering to literature; Had Clio- 
much refpe£l for his fictitious Rowley (there 
is not t\iefl)adow of a rtafon to be given why 
he ihottld have fo much refptft fdr a r^^/R.},' 
that he would not barter his poems to a Maga* 
zine for brcSid ? That - it (hould be {o is not 
altogether impofiible^ but it is furely ^^ that 
.• . . T2 : -^ '.. ■• • •- *' 



the fame chriftlan name (hwld belong, to tba 
finder y and to the author of thefc poems ; Tbo-> 
mas Rowley, Thpmas C hat terton«r— Every thing 
that C. did at every period of his life about 
Rowley was origkiaL The Aftfy time (as I 
think Catcott fays) that he ever a^ced the. pew- 
terep hr money, was when he hrou^xhim. the. 
fubfequent bill* 

M^. O. Caroptt toth« ixvculiM of T. BAirf0yyDr»> 
T^rfMbre recelf«d in nadiixf hit fattMlo voriu g s ^' 

I I I mi I ■ ■ hii ygticwodtt- • 55^ 



At Mr. Walmfley's he, ufed fpefueatl^ to 
i$Y he ha4 mai^ writiivg»by bimv which would 
pro^uqe-^ great dea] of money, if they* wdre 
printed 4 To this it was cmce or twice ob-* 
ferfed thati Jliey kiy in a finalt compais^ for 
that he had not much luggage. But he faid 
he had them, neyerthelefs. — ^When he talked 
of waiting foime&ing which fhould procure 
him money to get fome cloaths ; to paper the 
room in which he lodged ; and to fend fome 
more things t6 his fifter^ mother, and grand* 
mother : he was aflced why he did not enable 
himfelf to^ aU this, fey means of tbeie writings 
which were '* worth their weight in gold.*^ 
His anfwer was, that they were not written 
with a deiign to buy old cloaths, or to paper 



fooms; ai^ that, if the world did not befaavdi 
wel)^ it ihouJd ncyfer fee a line b! theju 



Wc come now to the qucftion- of moft difR-. 
culty, but ofsleaft confequence.' What could 
induce C. to lay-fuch a p^kn ? Was it the cre- 
dit of impofing upon the WDrldy which he wa& 
determined never to claim, * fince he never 
owned the impofltion ? My znfwer is, tKat I 
neither know nor care : And the conjeiftures of 
the ruftieft fellow of the antiqiuij:ij^n fociety 
.cannot give an anfwer much m^ate to the pur* 
pofe. Are the motives of me^'s and Women's 
condu6l fo plain, that he vi^ho^runs may read 
them ? How much left obvious are we^ to ex- 
ped^e motives of a boy's condudi? C. witb 
fbme, with many things about him, fuperior 
to moft, to all men, was ftill but a^ boy.1 
ThougK he did fee 17 before his death, h^ 
muft hive been literaify a boy, when fie laW 
the foundation of his plans. — ^If Macphsrfonr 
and Offian be the fame, if C. thought them ta 
be the fame, C. is an original in poetry only,, 
not in fuppofitioufncfs;— — Mi;. L. never took, 
off his mafk; but rather thtjfe that Fame 
fliduld drefs up ^n ideal writer, ^nd worfBi{^ 
kirn as the author of Junins, than* to claim the 

T3 
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eternal crowft in his own' name alid pcrfon -^ 
Good mea are fatisfied with the applaufe of 
their own confciences, and fcatter charity with 
the invifible hand of bounty. May not 
great men be formed in the fame mold? May 
iiot obicurity appear' to enlarge an ideal, as 
well as a real, obje^? God would, perhaps, 
he fomething lefs of God, were he vifible.-^ 
But, ^s I faid, I neither know nor care what 
vra# C^s motive.' 

Am I ftill aiked for it? Like many a man 
in converfation, Til g^ off by telling a ftory* 
D' Alembert, in his pamphlet upon thf deftruc* , 
tion of the Jefuits, relates that one of the or* 
cler, who had fpent 20 years upon a mi Aon in 
Canada, did not belieYe.even the exiftence 4>f 
^ God, Notwithftanding this, he bad, nu* 
merous times, run the hazard of his life in de- 
fence of that religion which he preached with 
Aif cefs aftionf t^e Savages« To a friend wh<> 
exprefied furprizeat the warmthof hiszeal,the 
^iffionary obfcrved— *< Ah, you have no idea 
of the pJeafure there is in having 20,cx)0 men 
to liften to you, and in^perfuading them what 
you don't believe yourfelf." 

What fi^gefte4 the fcheoie to Chatterton's. 

ioveotionf? 'This iqucftion it is^ jperha^, 

fiiU abote impoffible to anfwer. Nor do I fype- 
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tend tot'fmfwer i*;. J/ you .c^ft groiiud any con- 
j«Aures.oa a few fa£b I wU inettticm->*fe- ■ i" 
PCUmaaaaar. died ^ut th^ time Chatterton's 
fcfieme was born, and bequeathed his melho* 
diftical memoirs to the world. Walpole, about 
the fame time, endeavoured to .turn a wbtole na^ 
tional currentof belief,with re^4t toKichard tf U 
and, not long before, acknowtodg^d the impod*^ 
tion he bad put upon the. public in the preface 
to Otranto, The DougIa» cauie was, about the 
fame time, in high agitation. Offian, with Blair's 
djilertation, in which the name of £tta is^nentt- 
oned, had not long made his appearance.'- ^< The 
Concubine," in Spenfer^s manner, appeared in 
J767W Pwcy's ** ReiM|ues*' hid* not long been 
pvbjlfted. Page xxiv. of the firft vol. (2d. 
erikvon, 1767) mention \i made of -^ Col-"- 
** griti, fen of that RUa who was elefied 
** king of the Saxons in- the room of Bci^ft.'^ 
C. mufi hfldse admii«d ^ Hardyknute" {vol. it. 
p; 94*) which *< Mrs. War^aw^r^fyf<//i^ to have 
^ found on Aif«ds of pctper employed for what 
^ is oAled the bottoms of clues ;" and muft 
have feen through the prHended extra£k of a let- 
ter from Cmttm to James Qaidand, EXq; at the 
end of the third volume, which vouches for the 
tfiitivf Percys* ISfew llhuCbvaan^ thtpc advtr- 
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tifed as tranftaUdfiom fbe Chinefe.^On tltt iiff 
of January 1 769, th€ iHviJihle Junius printedliis 
firft letter. In May 1769, Mrs. Montagit "piA- 
Hflied herEflay on Sbakefpeare, fr6m which it 
is notim(K>ffiUe thatC.^s tindery ambition might 
catch the foe of riva^ ry . Farrer'a E flay bn the 
karning of Shakefpeare had apfpeareO'about a 
tvi^rertiohthf. ^ In thfe wonderfrf extent of his 
reading, Chattortbn' could not' be igikiirant of 
Parneirs impoficion on Pope, by means of a pre- 
tended Leonine tranflation of Tome of. his lines 
in the Rape of the Lock ; or of Parnell^s Fairy 
Tale, in. th^ancitnt Eng/i/bjfyle.^^'^ettir memo** 
lies nfiay, perhapsi> recoiled^ other things of this 

kinA. iThatChattertoh had Walpole and 

Offian in fomp na^fure preient to his mind, is^ 
ipanifeft from his fixingupon the fame perfoa 
(Mr* W.) to introduce Rpwiey to the world,. 
whom^Macph^ribnchofeforOilian. And, furely, 
to prove Earl Godwin a gjDod man and true, W0 
fpite of hiftory, is much fucb an attempt as M^ • 
W.'s concerning Richard f .Theiirft ftaiiza of 
Cannjnge's prologue to Godwin, is little more 
than a verfification of the ingenious fuppofition in 
the article Godwifiy in the Biographia Britannica ;« 
and is rathfSr the language of our ^^x/ age, jl}ai^ 
of a man writing tbrtc hundred jeau nforjrQ^^. 



win ;, who wu not then wtgemfy (areMed ItifQ mmf 
hiftDrk&y, a$-now,. 

. .mU9Plimiti>ap«p|»«^i.i«HHh!uas0Kodf;Qani« 
• Ifes. U];^tQQdvf in 5arf <if Kput bp* laic^ 
Thereby bjereaving him of faith and fame. 
The unforgiving clergymen have faid, 
Thathtr was knowcn txy no holy vrnrche. 

It may be fafd that hardly one of the. fcheme«r 
which r have mentioned^ fucceeded. I^et me^^ 
in my turij,. tell what iFontenelle, in hi^dia-^ 
l^iis. mita ijitQ ttt? m^^rth Cf th^.Rttffian pre*^ 
t^ndef. When. he. is aAied how he dared to af-«> 
fert a claimy. for.which two or three impoftors. 
hadiiiffi^ed the crueleft deaths he. anfvMecSji it. 
was upon, that very. ckcumftance he gKO«oded> 
the probability ^f paffipg^ for ar tsue. maa^ 4nd> 
noimpoftor. , > 

When «* The Toiw*wi<*Coi»atiy Magaiiine?*^ 
was firft fet up in January 1769^ the foundiatimi^ 
of C/s fcheme was laid. The Aiperftru£Uire, of 
courfe, afcended by degrees^ It has at leaft been 
fome amufement to fee if I could difcover that he ; 
tMk arty maNferfa^s from thefepublicationd. For ' 
this purpofc I have carefully looked them over, 
down to the time of bis death* The memoran-* 
dums I made I will tranfcribe for you juft as I 
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fcratched them down upon paper at the tinrie. 
Some of them are little to the purpofe, perhaps ; 
and would not have occurred but for the con* 
fcjoufnefsthat I was reading what had been read 
by theobjeA of my admiration. <«-*— Many parts 
of the book you lent me the other day ftruck me 
in ji particular manner, becaufe I knew my M* 
bad perufed the fame parts. — But, we muft not 
expeft to track a Magliabechi very often, in the 
cburfe of only one volume.-^ ' \ 

In January 1769, p. 15, is thisarticI^*N^hc^ 
•^ ahtient ani modern dreffes In France compaf eel 
** With ihofe of England." Which is continued ' 
and concluded in February,, p. 59.'. Therein the 
writer fays he is ** glad to avail Himfelf of the' 
** ^Sift2incc of Chaucer^ who dcfcrlbes the drefles 
<* inthetimcfof Richdrd 11;"— InMafchr^p. 1 36. ' 
C. publifhed Rowle/s MS. on the Coun-humtleJ 
-^The f6rmer ^art of thls^article (Jan. p. 1 5. ) 
fays, it appears by a journal of tbofc times that 

*«* On the 17th of O^ober, 1469, the Si«ur John de Mon- 
««- tague was ^dndti£led fwm the little CKatelct to the 
" Halles, being feated high in a cart, and drelTed in. hit 
*** Jivery, viz. a ^great coat half rediaiid half whtte^.anTd a 
** hood of the fame, wrth a re^ l^vikin and a white one, gilt 
**' fpurs, his hands tied, ahd two trumpets before him : and 
*« tliat, after his head was cut off, his body was carried to 



** the gp}bet of Paris, and wa$ there hung iip with hit 
*^»buflLitis and gilt fpurs." . ' 

Catcott, after all his contradidlions, docs not 
pretend to have received from C. the death and 
^xecutiaa of ** Sir Charles Baw'din" in 1461', 
long, ii\Atall^ ^(/i^^ the appearance of this arti- 
cle. They, who imagine this paffage fuggcfted 
fiawdin toC wi41 coricltide Catcott to hive re- 
ceived the poem ju&ttfter the appearance of this 
article in January, 

Page jOy of the fame nioltth, are inferted the 
lingular notes which'Roufleaii left upoii his tabic 
at Bourgoin when he quarrelled with the magi- 
ftrates. . The vanity and felf-importahce of theft 
notes were hardly exceeded even by C. Among 
them are two, which I will trarifcrrbe 5 but not 
becaufe, they could to him have fuggefted. any 
thing i for he could ^ot, poor fellow I fee as far 
as our day, " The men af genius revenge them- 
*' felves by infuking me^'hecaufe they feci my 
'* fuperiority. Authors pillage, and cehfure me; 
" knaves curfe mctj the ajob hoot ajtrme." 

May we not fuppqfe C* to have read thefe 
French lines ? (Jan^ary,.p. 34.) - 

. L'homnae vit par fon amc, & V^tot^ fift hr peniee^ 
C'fift elle qui pcn^rvous doit mefiirer Je tcmB. ^ ' . ^ 

' C'liltivez la fageffej apprenez rartfupteme 
Dc vivre avec foi-mcme J 

•^ou8 poui*e8 fans effiroi compter toui yo« iiiftans. 
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In an Eflajr on Tame' (January, p, 37.) I finil 
this paffage — '* Butler tells us 

Fools are known by looking wife. 

<< And, indeed, it muft occur toevesry dtfoorning 
^< man, that afFededwifdom and fent«n(iou$gra«- 
'< vity ,ai!e.oftenafliHiied, to conceal a gceat pro* 
<< f undity of folly and ignorance." In the pmtm 
on Happinefs, dated 1769, which you have al*^ 
ready feen, are thefe lines— . 

And thefondmotfiavthpMgkt hbiiWMdjovt'JiiQle. 
But little had Ihe read in NatUFe'fl Uo^k, , 
For fools stflume a philofophic look. 

^« On a friend who died in hkeightnnthytzr.*' 
(January, p. 48) Litde <iid C. jthink he had 
fead his own ^itaph. 

in/Februai(y, pi ^612, an antiquarian gives an 
account of Burge^^csdlle 4n' Suffolk, anciently 
called Cnobefiburge, ^wberein 'we are told that 
<^4>ne.of the ixm^n^ being perhaps undermined 
««j.when thecaftle was d^ftreyed, is reclined from 
«« the wall at the toplbofit ik feet/*— Ghw of 
RoDdey'»manafcri{>t»prodticed-by Ohatterton, is 
a plantofuppdrttdieXcnver-^ftheTcmplechurch 
inSrtftol, i«4iicb had^eelified from itsperpendi^ 
cular. In a late reparation of the church, Cat- 
cott fays fome fabterrancous works have been 
found, which cprrcfpond with ,tbis MS # - ■ 

wai 
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fsrjcfi hsfiii himf^fitXiT^-tw^A^tiCt is ^ifcovj^rei 
of the toyKer'$ having-declined i orth^tC. CQu4d 
^9tpQ#Uyj^pwgrju4gct*«t tl^c J9;i|^4^i%^.(!^-. 

iut up^ iuqh atbijig^aff^ciglly sffcer bebfidife^ 
the foregoingpa^geabf^t^j^rgeC^AIjS.^^^oe 
jxu^^s iM^^r bits th$m tbis <:;^MH^u«41)lk ,;l 

la February; p*;i04, ^e fomeJiM^^iig^ial 
Afaphidesj dfUed l^ni^Mryigb i 769^-" tQi\Mf • 
^ Akoflk^ ^ mniatuce jlaiitteil, q€ ,^iftgiJ* 
Tihey arej^riiiicd in Cfaattortott's MtTdellaAiiis. 
fittt ihouid they be thought infqnar to othor 
jtfaiDg^ in Ilia own and Rowley's- name | -aoA 
ihouid that inequality , wbidi we ato oUigeil 
to pardon in the gc^atpft. geniuses, be 4iie{l as on 
argument againft a boy i I Jcnow -n^^ixf 
proof that he wrote diis or aneihcr »^in 
which we find in >AprH»^.p. ^"kj^ .WOl^tfaier Jlune 
iignature. iib Axxie/k .a&(«jii; (T^flcd : Jumfclf 
D. EL the mttials of his iirft Lafimfignsturr^ 
Dunhelmus Briftolienfis. He is litse liwice» 
and only ti^c^ luadre ta tfumft the ftrangc 
nzmc of J/aphides. t .» ."i»» 

In Maroh, p. 146; ' ia wtkpni vi' knooaiium 
on Pope^s ^aftorkh^roml^iiinlcad. In May, 
p. 2729 we read the paftoral of Elinoure and 
Jugaj firoip p» B,;d4|tcd May I76!js . 

.. W In 
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' In ApFil, p, 193, we find *^ remarks on the 
^^ 'Works of feme of the mod eminent painters, 
•* with Ihort anecdotes of their lives,'* It was 
a litlfle lat^r, in the year 1769, than April, / 
4hink^ that C. offered to furnifli Mr. Walpole 
•wi<li' Rowley's MS. of'** aferies of great pain- 
«* ters that had flouriflied at Briftol." 

In *' an account of the moft celebrated mo- 
*^»naftefie9 in Europe,". (April, p. 201) men- 
^iion is made of the abbey of St. Alban's, which 
wbsifupprefled tftthe diflolution of monafie- 
ri]es« Thefcene of Elinbure and Juga (in the 
next months May, p. 272.) is laid on Rudde- 
borne bank, a river hear St. Alban's (as wie 
leamirom Ch^t^ton's notes) ; and after the 
dialogue^ Elinoure. and juga 
'I : : . ■ <wii iinovad gentle o'er the dewy mees^ 

Tovb<n>6l> A}bau'f<Hoiy:fliiiiie8remmiif/1 { 

:i ibMaryy p. ^^^ Jminediatdy hthtt- bi»bwn 
)EImoureatt^^Jiiga,.i$iinierteia'mbnodyi; Some 
«of Che Jinss^ vi^gether wath die motto, I (ball 
« ^an&nlci ^ 1 H ... 

•• Oh ! now, for ever. - . . '^ j ) • . 

i -KilUkuemA tbr tfanquH ibiad I Avfwjel cjontenl;!' 

|^I;ewelt^p!ttl^edt^Pppff aiidthebig war, . 
. * That make ambition virtue I Oh! farenvett 

FareiL^el the neighing ftceil, and the flirill tiFump, ' 

The fpirirMIning drum, ^e ear*ptercing fifc^ . ' 
t , »fie 
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1%e royal banner, and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumftaiice of gloriMlft war ! 
And, oh ! you mortal engines, who(e rude throats 
Th'immortal Jove'» dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! Shakefpcara, 



Farewei, Calcaria, now farewd I 

MeandVing v^harf adieu ! 
Ye neighboring vilis, I ceafe to tclf 

What joys t fliar'd in you ! 
Farewel fair bridge, and Ootfiic pife^'' 

Adieu yon moat aiid miir 1^ 



No iporc yon murmVing water-l^l^ 

Its ruftic ^ii2 1 hear ; . .. x* 

No more yon btUs fo fweetly caft ' >-^. j,r 
My ftcp>^ wander there* . ..,..< ^i 






No more, deajpF******* I thyfwcctyi*^ • , ', 

I)elights'*my lift'ning car j • » , 

No morf, dear Tom, UtiyJiddWi ftr^ng. 

My pcnfive &ul to cheer. . J ' 
No more, gay Flora, your guittar^ « 

Though fraught with melody j ' .; 
No more your voice, yet, fwceter fajs 

Will fill my heart with glee. 
No more, my friends, t join your^^. 

Your concert, y&»^, of hall* ' - 

U a Adieu, 



Adieu, dtllgh(f\A Binmfii»yh pafit, 
Thf^waOiS, thy madf,'ihy gtfv^t. 



•T% proti* jltf^iflfiorl^, ait4 fh;^ rtf», 
**♦ . with bomelj tbatcb done o'er \ 
Thy difiant i/iV^'j, ihy rural grot ^ 
Adieu ! larewei ! 
Give me leavfej- notir, to thmfcribe vmi ft fe^^ 
lines from Rowlcy'4 fif ft eclogue^ Tfe« <fld (and 
ibmetlmes uhintelligihle) word^, I will change 
for C's more modern ones In His notes. 
Speak to me hot \ J. fccn thy woe in mine^ 
O ! IVe a tale the deTiihimfelf might teU. 
Svftetjburet/, naaid$d miad$^Sj^orefts dign, 
Ai^d groves/ar'/eat around iht hermifs alli 
The fweet iJiilff Mnmg inr the A^\ 
The joyous dancing in. th« il<ih6^ ^oiite; 
Eke the bigb jU^^iAtntj \cj^fatehj9Hi 
IfAHnutl the very iht/l^ of Um di%6it J . 

Of the impofSbyi^L .to p?ove imitation I iim 
well aware. But for intentional imitation I 
do not ieife* 66Atfch<!. The originality of C'& 
fubllme genius woiild not have ftooped from its 
height to imitate any man that ever wrote. The. 
queftion is, whether we perceive the remarkable 
turn of Othcllo'syJsrrnw/, and whether C*s won- 
derful memory Had i'fctained that, and the ruflic 
din^ t\i^ fiddle^ gutttarjiic. from a perufal of the 
monody, withbut being confcious of it. C. him- 
fejf explains ri^/i/^ to be a ** violin i" a mufical' 
t '' inllrumcnt 
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inftroment, not known, I fancy, to.thf perioct- 
at which ' the fcene of this eclogue is laid; nor* 
very natural in the eclogue, though truth mtghtT 
mark the propriety of it in the monody, , " By/ 
the nature of his plan, the folding doors of imi* ' 
tation were effeAiialTy fhut againft Chatt^rtbn. - 
His hands were tied up from.pickingand fteal^. 
ing. What other poet, ancient or moderh, ex-, 
cept Homer (and even Homer had his ancients* 
perhapSk},<can produce an oftavo volume, and ^ 
fuci an o£iavo volume, in the whole courfe of; 
wtMch^ after afearch of fome yeari^, the beft 
attd oldeft heads are not able tadeted'hint^ 
with certainty more than fix or eight times}? 
And thofe coincidences muft of couTfe have 
been the efl%£k m'ofe of memory tham defign.' 
Rather different are the following r^/W^>»f^^; 
of whl\dh many (befide thb(S they have the ho- 
nefty to own) might be colleAedfrom eve^y 
jHrge of t:}ierf poet but this boy. 

Loye, free as air> at fight of human ties/ 
Spreads his light V9ihgt, kad 1s( a mdment flies; ' ' 

Pope; £1. toAbelard/ 
Tortbfm asmaiftery c^lft^siTweet'love andfle^ ' 
Takedk hisiiimble- vriu^, and ibon away is g«tfe« - 

Spcnl^.^). i« xj;. 

) Aj^Wd remarkable coiaeiilciiccf to which t few> and but • 

hm, misht (Bil be added, are pointed out in a letter prefixed to 

C^i Mifcell* whj«h orisiaally appeared In the St. Jamet '• Chro- 



Whin' liliiidrie «6ttK^ the Lord! oi Ibrt anon • 

, ;' Chaucer. 

The at)tic wirblcr pours her throat. Gfay. Spring. 

I«Jtf9r.tbce Uie linnet pours his thfoat ? 

- r ' £. onMirt,^. ^3y 

Ttie painnil family rff death. Gray. Eton Col. 

Hate,Teaf, and grief, the faifiHy of pairt. -Poj)©. 

"Rave's in the eye of Heaven, her many-co!oiirM wings* 

Gray. Bard. 
Ihkr^ Hi2?t waves on party:.cdlouir'cI ^^'iiigs. 

Dundad, 4. 53$, 
Tikisf kfe^ the ndfelefs tenor of their way* Gv^y. £U 
'tB'e msiidlihie aild noifelcfs foOt of Time. 
o^, , . All's well that ends well, 

Tikev^'^t the foot of yonder nodding hetcll^ 
That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high) 
His iiftlefs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, , 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

".'^••* •'^•- ^. t igj^y. Elegy; 

^^ — ■ * ■ H e Jay tbcmg • 
IXndcr ai» ©ak, whofe antique root peepM out 
Upon the br^ok, that crawl'd along the wood. , 
/ SKakefi?. As you like it* 

And Ihut tjie gates of mercy on. mankind. , - ,. 

Gray. Elegy. 

The .gates df M^rcy fijall be all ihut up. Sh. Hen. V. 
MaA WSnM bftt litttfc ft«^b>jldl»v 
Hov vfrants that lltWe i6hg^ Boitfrtn . Ed^. todAngi 
Man wants hut little, nor th^t iittle loiig'. 
" '■ i. ' Young Njgiit 4.. 

la 
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Ih May, p. ji8, is u modefti v^fiM of Elea^ 
mtti and Juga, ** by S» W. A.'' aged 16. What 
niiift have been the fselings of Chatter ton ^wheii 
ht faW a boy take merit t^ himfelf forfp&iUng t 
{K)em by a modei^fi verfion', at the fame age, or 
perhaps at a more advanced on^, than that at 
which hefrrgtd it ! 

In July, p. 370, we read of Otway, that-*— ** 

•• when he died (i^hicli hfi diil in an obA:arc htnifte, ftga 
" tfafe Minones)» he had about him the eopy of atr^g'edy, 
" which it feems he had fold for a trifle to fieiitley^ the 
*« bookfeller. I hate ften/' fays the author t)f this art?- 
e{e» ** an advertifement, tt the etftd of one of Leftrang^fs 
** political papers, offering a reward to any one who fliould 
*< bring it to his (hop. What an invaluable trealbre wa^ 
<* there iitttrierably loA, by theJgnorance indnegle^ of 
<« the age he lived in!'' 

In this zfh&iiig picture it ^as impoffible C. 

(bould perceive his own features ; but you will 

allow it heqttir^ alicveti his ftnength o| mindi 

and cbflfcious genivs, to work on upon Ron^l^y 

aflfr reading the. following truth !-^- . 

*' At pfH^nt, ^eHS a iMA tb binleavour to improve hil 
<< fortune, or lAcrieafe his fnendlhip 1 by poetry, he wouM 
<• foon feel the anxiety of difappointment. The pref$ 
** lies open, and is a benefa£lor tp every fort of literature 
** but that alone.'* ' ^ 

If C, did endeavour to catch the public by other 
baits, befides genius, who can blame him ? 

What muft have been the fenfations of Cs 
feeling mind whea he read (Jttl;^ , p» 389) tkat 

• 11 F**^ J 
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the number of flave^ brought from the cdaft of 
AfticsL^ in one yfear,i7j68, between Cape Blanco 
and Rio Congo, by the different European na« 
tions, amou&ting to one hundred and four thou- 
fand one hundred ! Great Britain (the feat of 
freedom)53,ioo— 'France23,500 — Holland(af- 
ter wrefting their own freedom from Philip) 
U,300 — PortugaIS,70C— Britifli Americab^^o 
*— Denmark 1,200. How muft the genius of 
Rowley have fired at fuch a fum total of iellow* 
creatures,. made beafh of burden, only becaufe 
the common Creator bad made them of a differ*- 
cnt colour ! 

HI*, fated Chatterton! Why didft thou not 
attend to Oriftes ♦* on the poverty of authors ?"' 
fAugufl, p. 399.)' How couidft thbu imagine 
thateventb'y parts would preventthy adding ono 
to his long but faith fuUifWtheftarvcd children 
^Gehtus! Could thy penetrating fight dafcovo;^ 
no truth in his borrowed obiervatioflt that— 
^*we mort readily affift th« lame and the blind than a 
•* poor man of genius— for every one is fenfibly affeAcd 
^ with the apprcheniion of blindnefs* or lamenefi; but > 
*< who is in tho le^ dread of the accidents which attend • 
**^n genius?" 

Here let me flbp a moment to refcue the 
world from blame it^does not merit. The world 
isnot accountable for the death of every man of 
abilities who has perifhcd^- however iniferably; 
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hi an alehoufe 6r 9 priibn. FroAigacy and ge- 
nias, abilitjr aad .prodigality, are not, as many 
imagKMvdie fame things. Bnl genias too often 
At frits it Mc^fiary tob« proftigate, aitd pro^igkcy 
^ten . demands to pafs for genius. To behoM 
gemioconfined inaprtfon^ or fkulkingin an aliw 
houfe, and not to lend rol lef, were ^nfamou^ ; pro- 
vided the fpe£lalor coitid be Aire he Iras lending 
iffi^ualreUif. .Biit,if toi«fetiefr6moiie prifon, 
beoiily to give an opporttrnky to vifit artotW— 
whofe humanity l^fttrrtfymottgh tobearfuch in« 
fultseven from a fri«ltf<vA^ma'^Mld?CMrchiU 
reproached the^oi^MWiiEhfiifferihgLIoycItopine 
in the Fleet, and Jo^nfon has moiftened^many 
an eye with the fufSerings of Savage. But the 
world, if it be ever 9iQQi>itiltable,<isonIy account- 
able/orthe iksth^faeft'a being as C. who (let 
%\B enemiester enyi^r^ perfift^ |l9tJthfy^boof<9^'in 
aflbrting what they ^nriot proVe.) was n^exCrax 
vagafft, was not proiligatei ^as not i»rtprin<$ipkdi^ 
All his profligacy confifted inc^'tiing^he at^pr* 
ney'soffice,aiid peniiing^lla-^-" trhenheihouldl 
*^ have engi^dffecl." His only extravagaince ^as, 
kviflmig upon unneceflTafy prefents tohis grand- 
mother, mother, and After, a few (hillings, thtf 
earnings of his genius^ which might otherwtfe^ 
perhaps, hayeXaved him from ftarving* Unprin-^ 
cipled belongs to thofewjioaccufehim of criqiea 
without a ihadow of proof. 
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• ' Ih the Magazine for September, p. 497^ is a 
fiundelafy for the Jubilee in hanear of Shake*' 
fpeare. Let me juft traftfcribe the (afk ftanza of 
it, and the firft ftaneaof the famous MinftrellV 
Song in MWz. Your mufical ear muft judge 
whether the latter was fuggefted by the fonner«i 

Sifters of tbe timef ufftnuii F 
Attend your parent* t jocund tree }' 
^Tift fancy calls you> follow me> 
To celebrate the jubilee. 



01 iing uilto my nrand^j^- 
O! droptbe briny tear with me f 
Dance no more on bolydayy 
l«ike a running river be. 
" ^ My love i$ dead'. 

Gone to his death-bedy 

All underthe willow tree. •. 

f I/youir ear beftruckby the cadence, you will 
be ftrttck not a little, iir the temainder of the 
£?ng, by a ftrong refemblanceor two of Shake-^ 
ipeare, to whom C.'s retentive memory muft have 
Been direded by the fubje£t of the roundelay,. 
and by the mention itmakesof Defdemona. 

In Othello (4.13), Defdemona ftngs, ^* ^i/a 
*♦ green «;/7/<m;,"&c«whichflie fays her mother'a 
maid Barbary *' diidfinging*\ TTie burden of 
the fong in JEWz Is «^yf//under the unllsw tree'* 
—and it concludes with 

J die I 
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ldie\l come % my truirhtfe waits* 
Thus the damfel fpake and died. 

The original of Defdemona's fong (** willow, 
•* willow") is in Percy's Reliques^ 1. 192. One 
ftanza( p. 1 93 ) is not totallyunl ike the Minftrell's 
y&y? which I have juft tranfcribcd ' ■ ■■ 

ThtccXdJiream ranhjWmf 

Hm eyes wept space j ' 4 

The /tf/^ tears fell from hitti^ 

Which drowned his face. . - , 

What follows is furcly rather more than coin* 
cidence ! 

Black his hair as the winter night, . , 

White his cheek as the funimer fnow. 



Whiter is my traeTlove's fliroud. r 

^lla. S52. S73, 
White his (hro\id as the mountain fnow. 

Hamlet* 4. 5. 
His beai'd was as white as fiiow> * 

AM fioattxi was his poll. Hamlet* 4. 5. 

Here, upon my^t«ic-love'» grave, • ^ • ' 

. Shall tibe barren flowers be laid* ■■ Alia. Sjg* 

LanM afl with fweet-flowers i • -. > '1:1 

. liyJuch-bewept to the grave did ^o,, .^ 

With true -loive,ihower«* Hamlet. 4. 5. 
My love is dead. 



Gon^ to his deati^-bed^ 



Surdeiior the fong, 
No^nd, bets'dead^ 
'IGo^toihydtatli^lMd. * mnltciM}. 

Ont 
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One other line has the fame turn zni ixpr^on 
as a line of Tickel. 

Hark | the raren fl^ps his wing. JSBHa. 8(5. 

And, at her window,—— 

The r9,ven i^^pp^d his wing. Lu^jr .andXoU«« 

Have I 'tii^d you i But jprzy confefa there is 
more in the fimilairity of thefe faflage^, ithan if 
I were to argue chat C« wrote aH Rowley, be- 
caufe in one of R.*s poems there is a line which 
is to be found, word for word^ in two other 
poets lince R. 

And tears began to flow. Sir CBawdin* 

And tears began^to flow. Alexandei^s Feaft. 

And' tears began to flow. 

" "fidwin and Angelina. 
So, in another bard 

Right ^alnft -the eaftcrn gate. 

, Gray. DeTcCnt of Odin. 

Right againft the e^^rn gRtc. 
^ . J J4iHp?»- L'l^lcgro. 

TVi^might hapjma^wtbouteifleiiAiavAQgieeo the 
Jines whkh are ff> exadUy the fame. Then on]y 
it is t^at we can be dofe^we ieeithe fteiltng hand 
of memory, or cateh the Proteus form of Imita- 
tion, when the fame idefa is expreffed in the 
fame words, ^ 

Before jye go^ijy -^rth'er^ let me juft (hew you 
how the account (bnds bet)veepC|^^t^rton and 
tht Xovaand Country MigiBilieifor 1769. 
, > January* 



Jannaiy. 



March. 
April, 

May* 

June* 
Iply. 

Sept. 

pa, 

Nov. 
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• * • ' - - •• ^ • 

<* Account of th< Tinaure o$ Ssatok 
f < HenUda^* i and fame Itiies ^* oa Mr. 
ff Ai^p^^" wi^h do n9tlr(^ the ilgaa- 
toe ^p^f RV .tP. I>c P**s ^^Vifh anf?f|tcd 
ill hjs Mifce^lajii«8 - - . 
*« Ethelgar, a Si)^o^i yoeija j" and a MS. 
by Rowley, oil the* Court Kfantle 
**KtmA»^ Saxon pocmiV and an 
-ekfy, w^i^h docd a^t from th« £gaa- 
ture appiear lo be Cs tho\\gh inferted in 
lii&MifcAtlanies - - . - ^ 
<« C^rdick^ a S^on po^iji-^*' Saxon 
Atchicvements, and Elinoure apd Juga 

Some lines to Mr. HoHand 
Godred CiPoiran .,. - • • - 






' "''rheHirl«"j ahd an degy, which 
! , . dpf s not from the fignature appear to be' ' 

C/s cbpngh inferted in his MifcelJaniesA 
yrhere I do, net find " The Hirlag,'* 
printed in the Magazine,^ p, 574.^ wiitk 
his ufuaj dgnature, D.B* • * ft 

IJec* " The Antiquity of Chriftmaft G^meftf^^^ '^^ ^ 

and << Thr.Copcmican Syftcro** -^ ^ » 

Sopfiement. <* The Hirlas,** an okg^,* and fome 

lim»toMifsR. * * •* ) 



K 



You 



Vou cannot, I am fiire, but pbfervc, and with 
furjJrife, how few things he con tribute4^ during 
the fpacc of fomc whole months, from May to 
December. How are we to account for this ? 
Was his a<Skive genius unemployed during all 
this time, and fome of it the moft poetical plrt 
of the year ? Or did bis ^ 

-fpil-it haunte' 



> with his loved Rowley by his fide. 



Y^here he might hear the fwotie nightlark chaunte? 

B* of HaflingSy 2. 581* 

It is certain that in December (p. 623 of the 
Magazine) there is a pafTage in a fhort article of 
C/s upon the " Antiquity of Chriftmas Games," 
which feems clearly meant to prepare the world 
for i£/Ar9 Godwin^ and the Jpojiati — and who 
^antell for how many more of Rowley's plays.? 

*' A regifter of ihe minhery of Keynftiam rrfates, that 
'William^ Earl of Glocefter, entertaiVied two hundred 
knights with tilts and fortunys, at his great manor of 
Keyniham, provided diiity pies of the eels of Avon, as a 
^uriotis dainty; and on the twelvth day began the plays 
^''~'*th|i^nights by the monks 1 with miracles andmaiime- 
;fies fior J:? henchmeA and fervapts, by minftrels. 

Here is plainiy a.diftin^tion made between' maumerieft 
^id miracles^ and th&more noble reprefentations compre* 
ncnded under the name pi ays. The firft were the holiday 
entertainments of the vulgar ; the other of the barons and 
nobility.. The private exiiibl^Oiis atlhe manors of the ba- 
rons 
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rons were ufually family hiftones, the monk, who reprc- 
fent^d the mailer of the family/ being arrayed in a tabard 
(or heiraid^s coat without deeyes) painted whh all the 
hatchments of the names. In thefe domeftic ^rfonnances 
abfurdlties were unavoidable; and in a play wrote by 
SirTibbctGongcs" (an eiTorof the prefs, certainly, for 
Rowley's fnend Gorges) " Conftance, Countefs of Bre- 
tagne and Richmond, marries and buries her three hu(ban<ls 
in the compafs of. an hour. Sometimes thefe pieces wer«i 
merely relations, and had only two charafters o? this kind j . 
as that in Weever's Funeral Monuments, iffone but ihiq 
patrons of monaAeries had the fervice of the monks, in 
performing plays on holidays 5 provided the fame con^s 
tSintd ndSiirig ag^inft God or the church .. • The pubiic 
exhibitions were fuperjor to the private j the plot gene* , 
rally the life of fomepope, or the founder of the abbey the 
monks belonged to. 1 bwve feen Jeveral of thefe pieces^ 
MOSTLY LATIN, oxd cannot think our anceflors fo igno^ 
norant ^ dramatic excellencies as the generalitj of modern 
nvriters ivouU. refrefent^ they had a good moral in lienv : 
and fofcie of the maumeries abound with wit, which, though 
low now, was not fo then." 

So much for the Town and Country Magii«^ 
aine, 1769. 

Before I leave Rowley I muft tranfcribc you'» 
fliort paflage from the Gentleman's MagaJiintf 
forAugtift, 1777* p« 363* which accounts" for 
the following extraordinary lines in theEptftlt 
en iElla: 

PI ayes made from hallie tale I hold unmeetf r 
Let iomme great ftory of a manne be Ibnger 
: Whanne 
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Wtumnc as a.manne wc Godde and Jefiis treate. 
In mi* poii myndc wtdoc the "Godhedde wi'ongc* 

•• I haiire minted, that it il ofttoimix^flibfe to diftingiufl* 
bet«wnct&iitfrid€*[t* and imitation j tieverthelcis, 1 fliould 
^pofe th€ foiiBgtoittg lhi(fs much ittdrt Wkely to have bden 
wrftteii byt>nt wlro ii!td fceh the faJJowiiig ptifkgt 6f Vdf- 
fi«?, iftan by oni who ba'd «o't. J *«r ^'oj^ilkhtt, fays h«f» 
/^/ // h b€tf£}^ tockhfe OfiotM-^ayfiim^t thithf acred x fir 
it agreu riot 'witb themtijtjiy offdcrvdibingsialft fnadeh 
ftiff i^d4[fiibie, ft is aif§ a nk-ork tf 'very Htm^eitikJ cm-- 
Jh^ente t} trJjtgh buman inventttki 'nvitb tthi^s 'filer edi 
hfcaufi iU$ feet iuids ttftcj^tuiHths 'afbhcufh, fifhttiktes 
faf/hies | nAjbicb is riot anlj to flof kxftrb htJlJ ft%/, fiui 
ttlfo io graft in irteffs minds opinMs Waf drid ibfn fitlp. 
ITbefe tbings bonft flace r/ptci^S^fy, ^hiri nvt bHttg in O&i 
*r Cbrift JfeaUtig or treathtg of'ibe ^ertes 'tf irii^iok^ 
Now Rowley Coxtld hot have fefen VoiSu* 5 for Voffiiw 
was contemporary Vvith Gro'titis, who was bom m xfSj. 
tt may be thought Vfery unlikely \hat Chaltfertdii, tfi^ 
youth who is faid to have produced thtfe poems as the 
compofition of Rowley, ihouldtiave feeh any work of 
Vofilus : it is, however, not unlikely that he .Tia3 feen 
thlspaifalj^ in 1ih«piatft from Wh^iicef BaVe qsofod it, 
vie. Livfs^ of the Poets (ximo. vol. ii. p. i#. Life of 
]f rancis Goldfmith) j a book of which a young reader 
^ight very probably be poffcFcd."— 

^ ■ A bQok) I will add, which we may con^ 
f lude our MagliabecKi, juft ooinmencing tb^ 
life of a poet, whether he poffefled it or not, 
had certainly read. 

One other q^ueftion remains to be aAfwered— 
" .. / It 
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It may U alk^ wbj^ C/s o^ra Mifg^laa^ au^ 
ififcpqr to Rowley ? JLet nje,^ aj^^ithcr. qucii- 
tion~^r^ they inferior ?, <Jjenius^bilities,agpIi»- 
ca tlon, we may bring into the. world wi tb. i^s $ theib 
rare ingredients xn^ be mixed up in ourcompo- 
|if iftns by the band of N'atiirc ; but Nature^her- 
^1^, cannot creat^ 4 huoiajU Wmg poiteft of^ «. 
pon^plete knoyi^iedgi x>£ 0\kx world almoft the 
. moment he is born into it» Is the knowledge 
of the world which his Mifcellanies contain, no- 
proof of his afto'nifli^ing quicknefsin feizing 
every thing he chofe Y Is it remembered wWn^. 
and at what age, C. for the firfl; tfrne quitted 
Briftbl, and how few weeks he lived" afterwards f 
C/s lyctters and MHcellanici, and every- thing 
which the warmeft advocate for Rowley will not 
deny to have been C.'^s, exhibi.tan infight intO' 
men, manners, and things, for the want of whick 
in their writings, authors, who have died oldi 
onen, with more opportunities to know the ivorld^ 
(who could have fewer than C. ?), hav€ becw 
thought to make amends by other merits.- 

Again --in his own character, he painted foe 
bookiellers and bread ; in Rowley's, for fame 
and eternity. Why are a boy's /j^i at fchook 
. inferior to what he writes for his amufement ?— 
Then it is not impoffible that he might defign- 
edly undcr-write bimfelf. He certainly, did,, 
when he wrote ** Ladgate's Anfwer to the Song 
X3 of. 
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•kind'wfeH fehthigli to fe^,- that, Hi Hie prekfii 
^ti tMrrinras a- jgrfeatet -ftcility W efMef^tei 
f?aA <)brcWrityle6 fettte,; ftr6u^h ¥he «if^ttd 6f 
fcUriofitjr, fbr a mcfetdf^he 15* ceiitifryS^ffiatt 

fti6t\y to Kis knowledge' of it ! 

S'uffir irie lb indulge my* whim ih running at 
flioft parallel ))etwfejeii t^ is' boy and our great 
Mfttont oome fimilitiides^ and fome ditehiili- 
tudesj^witl notlfan'tOrl^rike yotir nice eye. 



::i 



. ^^TltoateaJ^y^d fvqry, ad- 
Yantage hot onl^ of private. 
But <?1r public, not oflly of 
i!<)rtl€ftic, but'^fftird^ edu- 
tJBtloh. . •'■ - 

: te* in'WsvjfsitA.'rttciirtB^ 



> ^Sitfert^n wanted evtfiy 
advantage of every poflibU 
education^ 



^f6. b^i^)yi^hi%oWDCkftid»- 



Ibfikittftrufiwj^rbcff teach-! i . eivimdi^b-pym fiftiopimaftci^ 
ei:s and fdioplnuifter^ ^^^h'; befoj^^ other children arefub- 



in his age, he was able to 
becoine a Ichool -mailer, ahd 
a tiiiAtr'to-dth^s. ** '' 

mM )\ivttiiB waking* 
if/e^W'^ot M^^}fffttf«d:a. 
pro|?h^y of Par^litJfe/Lpil } 
but the author of tlieip flat- 
ters ^KimfcUy by dating his 
iffc i'5 tSli'hc had tufhed i €, 



je6l3 for inftruflipn 5 and ne*' 
vei' tnew any . other . 

TeiiHeS^nting^ iRTotrld hmrc 
been owned*i^ C> att«aft by 
Rowley^ could he have jHkft. 
for the author of fhem. 



A 
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M. did not produce Co- 
mus much earlier than in his 
a6th year, (ince it was firft 
prefented at Ludlow ini 6 34.3 
and be was bom in 1608. 
In 16459 when he was 37, 
Allegro and Penferofo firft 
appeared. Jn 1655, ^^^^ 



Tf yeai% tffed>$ hiohihs>(tf«e* 
1ooiihi|;&»hrli}«<radle to'k» 
'gniv^ fiksdifGed the votuifcn 
^ Rdvtrley's'poemsy'his'VQi- 
lome^f MifeeHiUii^i, md 
*inany^ings - whiah^-ave iimt 



he was 47, after longcbufing jprihttd^%eAdeij«rbea; hwii^ 
and beginning late, he fet •dijlpnafion tore iA^ieo^the 



himfelf to turn a ftrange 

thing, called a myftery, into 

an epic poem; which was 

not completed in lefs than 

C.*s whole a6live exiftence, 

fince the copy was not fold 

till April 1667, and then 

confifted only of lo books* 

^fth 'att *^i |fei-?6tfs*ter. 

"fiif^idrts, 'Parddife^oftcoh- 

*tafcs puetilM^^ t6'**^c^ 

*C. m,% ^4^^ng^f . tft's y^ars 

^bVeV ^hen he v/kk^'iyfi]^* 

pearfca M/s Hiftpry o? Eng*- 

tahd . taiadiifc Ikegained 

and Samlon were^ublilhed 

^n the fame year. Lycidas 

I had foi;gotten«. I^-was 

written in his ^^ik >ye9Ur»- 

Th^ti^pwety of ch3irija» 

1i»di&tttftlio9» «whicll Csrciiii 

iMxan have Yiolated^ 01* hf 



Hlay he fpui^ed at theivror)^ 
:»nd threw hintfelf «fi ifx 
)»il{(rofhit|Ciieat»n > 



wouI4 



would »ot to this mqtpent .>:: 
'deceive fudi and fo nia»y ; : ' 
men, M. fcldom prefewes : 
inLycIdas.— If,il»thccouife i. 
«f an exiftencc almoft four . 
times longer than C.'«, this - \ 
mzn,(faiUntms'Vit Jays ami i. 
^iltongueXy with lets tfuth . ' 
than CO who bore no finit 
worth gathering till aftfcr 
the age -at which C. was 
withered by the hand of 
death-rlf, 1 fey, this great 
man produced othei wri- . 
tings, he will not ^juarrel 
that pofttrity has forgotten . 

them 5 if be ftiould, pofte- ^ 
rity will ftill forget them. 

M.'s MSS, preferved at 
Cambridge, bear teftimony 
to his frequent and com- 
s&cndable corre^ion* 



M. as £Qwood relates, 

could never bear to hear 

P. Loft 



What tine could C. ha«e 

found for alteration or cor^ 
re£^ioD,. when I ipaintain 
'that 'any boy who (hould 
only have fairly tranfcriMt 
before his 1 8th year, aH 
that C before his i8th year 
invented and. compofcd, 
would be confidered to de* 
ftnre the reputation of di« 
Hgente, and the {>ra]re of 
application t 

• i If: C much' earlier, in life 

than M. wa» cakulaicd 

cither 
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P. LoH preferred before P, eitlitor to 

Regained*— He is known to 
have pronounced Dryden to 
be no poet. 



M. more from indina- 
^ tkrti ^t^aik if ^bM^ ' it 

difputesi llliAMr H k^^ 
might be lawfully behead- 
ed, Sec, with a fervility and 
a virulence, and Itt out hi$ 
prai/e to hire with a mean- 
nefsy at all periods of his 
life, which die worft ene- 
mies of C* cannot prove him 

fKM«l willll«fheir<ii%ridlBC5.^ 
Iblt^on bit hrom MkHm . 
Wii '^faMl oHK^s 9^tnM iXit 
^^ tttd ^^ ^p^H^lidM» 
that, ^<'b^ lOM^r ^d iit* 
<^^^e Ikudy, )iift pmitfll 
« ^^tfa^s iffc!^ He might l^afh 
A^Ofti^irtg To limtt^ t6 
I* -Mer^ iflititf^y a^tMtJr ftb^iFd 
<« itot'-WHlingly^let It dfei" 

P. Loft prbdticW ^he 
tttthor tltid »W« 'SMflo^v ofely 
91% fovttt6^. The fflealA^, 
ftJortf -ftrvtlfe, =and' !n6f e Ver- 
fetilb abilities c( 'M ki\^ 



b^ isn aut&or or 
^ critic» had not p^ffefied 
ft chaft^r jitdgeBMACy hb 
«ra«)d«ot^ll io^e ^ fy 
nidngr cpkifsi and atMheirsr 

C. in order to prdtorc^ 
bMd Ibr hiflif«if, a tiniiid- 
ftrtMheiv ■incKhsi';^ -audi uner^ 
wa^nddy to ^r0V» the {]»a«^ 
tiAftiimi of B<utd, tfr of Beck*-/ 
Mdy 'iff vnUkigh ifAikH 
Mkt 4tith ««ed hM MvflV 
16 «»i9i «ffl hk ah %« ^iHitiv 
eMrfoM M wt bMh iCI 



--e. mejWdH>llK't%«'ftr 
^f ei^y^ 'Hrtertaiilfcdi loiff 
before he had liv^4f -^fSiit 
ideas, hopes, perfuafions (fy 
labour andintenfefiudyy more 
truly bis portwi in tbis life' 
than M/s) of living to all 
eternity in. the memory of 
Fame. 



Mr. Catcott and Mr. Bar- 
rett muft inform the World 
Whether Rowley •% |y6eitfl 
»and his own together pro* 
tAnld C^t fliillings. 



of the mooQ'f effcck ujpos 
himj you have read« . 
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tW prodttced hiro indeed 

tnougH^to bf dcpvived of 

four . thonfand . pounds by 

an fortune, and to leave 

S£ hundred pounds to lut 

fon9%« 

- PhiUips relates of; M»: 

(romhis ovm mouth, that 

^' his vein never happily 

*.» flowed but from the au- 

^ tumnal equinox to the 

" vemaK"— -Richaidfoa 

writts, that " his poetical 

^ £u»i)ty. wouH on » Ad* 

<< den ni(h upon him with 

«* an impetus or seftnim/* » . . 

M. when a man, feldom C. when a boy, hardly 

4^pk any thing ftroo^— ever tx^iched meati an<^ 

he ^te> with delicacy aai drank oily waters when 

fsiE9pesaice> a ehtM he wt>ukl often 

: sefi(re:t9 take, ai&y thing 

. . but bnad and wzi9P$ even 

if it did happen that his 
mother had a hot meal, 
^, <' becaufe be had a work 
< ^* in band,, aild he-muft 
*' not ^nake himDblf more 
** ftupld than God had 
•* made him/' 

C.'s mother, his.fifter, 
and his letteis, can igtik 
beft of his heart, and of 
his willies that his filler 
might ieam every thing. 



, M**s hiftorians and 
'£rand daughter admit his 
morofenefs to his children, 
and that he would ;iot let 
them learn to write. 
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Into this parallel C.^s literary impofitions oa 
mankind, and the! circumftance «f bis carrying 
the fecret out of the world with him, are not 
taken. 

Before I conclude this long fcrawl, fuffer me 
to obferv^5 that the brother of him who wrote 
theEflay on the, Genius of Pope (of whom 
both, whether defervedly or undefervedly, have 
received from the hands of Literature that in- 
dependency for which Chatter ton courted her) 
might furely have concluded his criticifm 09 
Rowley, without ftudying to heap fo many epi- 
thets of abhorrence upon th'at l^y,.vfhom at the 
fame time he feems to confider as Rowley, i. e. 
z$ the moft extraordinary inftance of genius the 
world ever faw. Warton finiflies with faying, 
jhat Chatterton was ** an (i) adventurer, a pro- 
^< feiTed (2) htreling^in the trade of literature, 
. «' full of (3) projefts and invention, (4) artful, 
" (5) cnterprifing, (6) unprincipled, (7) indi- 
•* gent, and (8) compelled to fubfift by expe- 
«* dients/* (Addition to p. 164. Hift. of EngL 
Poetry, vol. ii.) That prophets are not ho- 
noured in their own country, I have heard ; but 
t iieyer till now knew that poets are fo little 
honoured in their ovirn country, and in their own 
profcfiloiH. After ail«»of thefe epithets and 

phrafes 
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|jbraleft Wlowed by the author of fkcTf^Sumph 
iflfisj in the moft mature aad charilahle pai^t of 
his^ life, upon the juveatle author of Rowiey^s 
poems, I- 2. ^. do not convey very fhoeking 
ideas of crirtiinality— 3. 4. 5. may becoaftrued 
into praire-«*7. is not a very unpardonable fault 
in C. except tihat this, together with afnbitiofi, 
iand a^efn^eto pFO vide for his gran^-mo^r, 
mother, and fifter, laid the foundsUieii of the 
fix crimes already enumerated*«^6« is abfolut^jF 

.With regard to C.'s face and ^i^n, «U «^g>^ 
that he was a .manly^ good-Io€4emg boy — ^that 

there was fomething about him which inftanta- 
neoufty prepoffeffed you in Jiis favoQr. Mr. 
Barrett and Mr. C^tcott, as'wefl as all who re- 
member him, fpcak particularly 6f his eye. Cat«^ 
cott fays he could' never 'look at it long enougH 
td fee what fort of an eye it was. ; but it f^ttnea 
to be a kind of a hawk's eye, he ^hinks ;* you 
could fee his foul through it.— Mr. Barrett ftys^ 
he took particular notice of his eye.$ from th^ 
nature of his profeffion. He never ftvr Aich; 
OiieSfvas ftill more remarkaWer than tKeotheri 
Yott might fee the fire rdt at the bottom of 
tiieml» as you fometimesftlo in a bhck eye, but 
never in grey ones, which his yittc* Mi-.Barrett 

adds 
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adds, ditit lie i^ed <rfcea to tesnd for him ftdm^e 
chaHty-ichoci (wkkh jsclofe to Iiis^ufe)an4 
di^fFerfiiom ilim in opinion, on purpofe tb make 
hdmcameft, »»d to* fee 'howwonderftdly his eye 
-HviMid ftrike fii«, Jciiidle, and blaze upw— • ' '' 
*o ends what^I havfe to fay about Ghattcrtbrii 
Hnben I ihall hti^ve j ttft oWervcd that Ms-innoceni 
impofitton Ofi tlie world is cxaftlyShc ftory of 
M.AngeIo's buried ftatue of Cupid; and^iinally^ 
thatMifs More is oftener boafted by Briftol, and 
iicquiffed mcnie (sffne and wealth, for an Od/to 
Garrick's dog^ than C. for all R/s poems. P'refilif 
to this letter, if youpleafe, t\iQ comforting .iitco^ 
very of Lord Shafteibury in his CharaAeriilicS^ 
that-— " i?« ingenim^ man nev^rjiarvts unkmwn.^^ 
Such s^ bdng asC* ifapuld not have jbeen futfered 
ta^ftarve at all. But cumfort like this is to be 
ejepeded from ^^ Knights and Barons." 
Bards may be Lords, but *tis not in the cardc. 
Play as you will^i to turn Lords into Baids* 

The employmcAt has been of the fervice to nje^ 
you meant it ihould. In feme meafure I have 
forgouen my(flf, and^as^much as jt was p^ffible^' 
forgotten myM/during the hours! have fpertt 
upon this bufinefs. If the ftory be not told as re-, 
gujarlyas it might, thefltuation of my mincl 
withregv4 to you 9juft,b€ my excise. Semite,! 
were I ooM^iiough to tdl fuck a tale as Chgt^t 
'Y ' ta-tonV 
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^TjtjM^'? w.itb as much regularity as I put a com- 
mon' occurrence upon paper, I fhould defpife 
rnyfelf. All I ihall further add i$, that I do not 
, ^pld put Chatterton as the firft chara^er in the 
world. /.An army of Macedonian and Swedish 
butchers, indeed, fly before him ;. nor does iriy 
memory fupply;mQ with any human being who, 
^t fuch an s^^, with fuch difadvantages, has pro- 
duced fuch compofitions.* Under the heathen 
piythology, . fuperftition and admiration would 

c * 'MQhamm€d, \t\% true, with harftly the ufaal education 
Qf'hlS'iUiterate Uibe, unable (as was inuiginedy anrd he pre* 
tended) even to read or wnXt^ forged the Koran j which 
is to this day the moft elegant compodtion in the Arabic 
language, and its (landard of excellence. Upon the a^** 
gument of improbability, that a nian fo illiterate (hould 
compofe a booLTo admired, Mbbammed artfully refted 
i^f (^injctpai evidence of his, Karan^i divinity. (Salens 
*« Koran,^' P, Difcourfe,, p. 4.*, 60.) He who, merely 
from improbability, denies Chatterton to be the author 
of Rowley's Poems, muft go near to admit God to be the 
author of the ^or/iw.— But, before we compare together 
Chattttton and Mohammed, it fliould h^ remembered that 
M* vf!L% forty when he commenced pHopliet j-^Perhaps the 
mpii:' efxUHimdijiaiy circum^ncc ^bout M> i> that even fa* 
mijiarit)^ could not fubje^. him to cdiitenapt; that he con- 
tiived to be a hero, and prophet, even to .hiis wives and 
J)is valets d^ cbambre. Even his Kts of the epilepfy he 
coil verted into' proofs of his divine miflioh'. It is pro- 
\Siitoyikdly if Mohammed had been lef^ fiilacious^ ind sot 
lubir{3Jto<i^e fiMliogtA^^knefs, joQt of thirty, equal divifiont 
of the luk>wn world, whereiif Chriftianity claims five, and 
Paganifm nineteen, the inhabitants of iix would not now 
believe in the Koran. 
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have explained all by bringing Apollo upon 

earth. Nor would the god ever have defcended 

with more credit to hfmfelf. But, after all, the 

world is only indebted to Chatterton for a few 

inimitable poems. If barbarity and fanaticifm 

be fufFered to deftroy mankind, genius will writ^ 

in vain, when there is none to read. To pre- 

fervc our fellow-creatures is ftill a greater praife 

than to inftruA or to amufe them. Perhaps, all 

circumftances confidered, the firfi character tliat 

ever exifted was Bartholomew las Cafas*-f— ^' ' 

>:Let me conclude thefe tedioiis iiieetS*o^pa|{6f 

with a mdft*capital fubjedl 'for a piiinterj, IfroM 

Chattcrton's tournament^ which yduniky iddVd 

the fubJeSs I have before fuggeftefl-toyou.^' It 

will furprife yoii to find how very modern it is. 

The advo<;^tQ| for Roi^)^^ m'*ft explhin this to 

you, if they can^, aiyd^i^ J^. hjrs ftill any advo* 

cates ; for I do affure you, as you will find by 

turning to the poem, that I have only altered 

four words,' and thofe only by changing' Hhcm 

for Chatterton's words of 'explanation^ hi hii 

notes to the poem. 

• When battle, fteaming with newrquickepM gor^u ,. ^ 

Bending with fpQils antUbloorlyt dropping^ beadi ;^ 

Did the dark wood ofeafeand reft explore. 

Seeking to lie on pleafure's downy bed— — ^ 



« The helmet of Daiydh di-o|^ blood." The 
V » . Mirlai, 
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^^teaAtrc, dancing froirt hfl* W($o<^ 
V/rcath'd witb flowers of eglantine, 
'From his viiage wafh'd the blood, 
H*id hjs fword and gaberdine. 

I ■ «l I ■ ■!■ . ,1 IW. 11.11 II* 

Ttc «ote Vtifqued yefterday you got, I-hope« 
If you liad not anfwei^d my laft but one, ^ 
itoiild certainly have thrown this bundle of pa- 
pers ^nto ^e fire. Since you are aow a good 
l^iri'agajn, 1 fend then) to you* May they af- 
. ford you aciyr thixig like enCeitainmemt } It wa§ 
but la^ ^Is)^^.^ fmiihedthem«---'Adieu,*--M«ch 
^s I 4read.tbe expeditioAf to-aociow I.belkye 
inuii (e the day« 

..i .. . I ! V • . ' 

c . !t ' Ik IT^T 1^ It- hU. ^ 

^ At fea — 20 February, 1770. 

^ /My 4?aJ" Ji^^lc angel ! I wrote my laft letter t© 
you yeAerday at 11 o^clock^ j,uft when we foiled. 

. I dined 

HiVte, %Cfiittert©ii, Town ari<f 6oinitry Magazine, No* 
vembei',p;575.— ToAappoftt. to h^va infentkinally hni- 
tated, or ftoferif fironrRo^fcy , is ironfcinft r becatife tftcii-he 
would have*'Jf6J'cn all R.Vpocms, and yaflrthcmofPfofhis 
"Own. Stronge r refeinbUinjes ihaiir hrsr might be pointed 
^t betwdwr Cs thjipgg a*d (wliat >»iW Mot m«iicli loiifjer, 
J.ti*«ft^be called) Rowley's. One I have mentioned before. 
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1 4i#ied at two a'i?Iock, and, as fof th^ di^Jidf^ 

I had fom^ nm%«. J have my owtt ferynuit qh 

)^p^rd tbat plays^ a^d a couple pf^li^nds frofs^ 

Londoja for the. fix weeks I am oujt. We-vmrv 

>: gop4 maAy at dinner;; I had about nhie:pe^l^ 

^ftecday, and.ihAlI have mote when t^Qtt&yoI 

my fquadroh joinrme.^ They.ftaid wUhihe.tU^ 

n^^ fi^ven. Irgotlofupper about 9 Q*€k>ekifi 

hut I coyuld not eati'and |o got to bed a^oi^t iq^ 

••—I then prayed for you, my deaj-eft Jove; k'mlpi 

your deiireft little. bai^} and lay down, and 

dr^afi>t of you ; and h;|d,you on the dearjittl^ 

cx)ach' ten thoufends times in my. armq, Rifling 

you and telling ypu bow much I loved and adore4 

you 5 and ypu feerned plcafed 5 but, alas, wbeix 

I woke I found it all dillujion-^no body by ni^ 

but myfelf^atffea* I rofe by time, at half paft 

five, and wentjijpQn deck. There I founJ my 

friend Billy, ^nd Walked with. Him for about an 

hour, till Barrinjgtpncame to me. We thea bceak^ 

failed abQut 8 o'clock, and by 9 I began and ex-r 

ercifed the fhips under 'my command till 12* It is 

now one, and when I finifh this letter lo you,, my 

dear love, I fhalldrefs and go to dinner at twa 

o'tlock. It is a rule on board to dine at 2^ 

breakfaft at8, and fup at 9 — always, if nothing 

liinders me, lihall be a-bed by 10, or foon after, 

Y 3 and 
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ji5cncUei/heniv^Iam rare the acecmiltoftlmday'i 
4brf <32(ff ht no pU^fure tb ydu^ mfi^v^i ytt it 
Js>eotx£U]^ \<rhflt I have dont $ and a& I prbtnifed 
jitL $L\v/A^^t6 lei ycu khovrnif motions md my 
thbllghb, I hk^ iib# ]p«ribt1ki^d niy promife this 
ifsl^ H6 yb\!^\'Mi Ml^aysi IWFill ontil the very laft 
iet^r ydU fki]) h^ift ft^m tile) wlirich VIMH be lie> 
4wee!i'^ ^rtd 6 Wetks hence. I (hall feitd the 
Adrtiirdlt;^ virord that. I afti arHvfed at St)Hhead; 
Then I Ml! only ^ait foir ttelr fenlVfer, which 
i^ll ^ tif ith hie ih a fe# hdlirt^ to ftl-ik^ my flag 
i^^^^^knd theifk I (hall rehim to ybu th^t tnftant. 
CP itiy ibV^, ttrad artel happy b^ond vhyrelf to 
M\ you ^e^in^ I love you and have tfibughit of you 
ever fthicfe 5 ii^\fe bfecn fepiratted frditt you ! Thi 
«Hrtdbein^tc6htfary to-day abmitonc^ I pal off 
diVitiei' Ml tftxth o'clock, in order to anchor (hipa 
r<5r this hi^t 111 Pol-ri«ftd roiid, j^ft off Wey- 
h^oAtfr, abbu^ i fni!ts. I hope tto fiiil t6-lnOrre«^ 
by 5 ih tftc nftoi^hlttg-. I hbpe ybu We WeH. I 
i^ fare I Wee4 <ik>t tell yo^ I hsi^ ha4 nothing in 
tKy thoi^ghts but your d*ar ftlf^ s*d long fbr the 
fimc to tome fcack agiaih to you. I M\^ ill thit 
while, taki CAre 6f friyftlf becalttfe you d^fit^ my 
Sear little friead does, tti^ angel of my heart! 

Pray 
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Pnj do yotrtflke bire ^f^yovtrie^ icif for the 
fake of yo<ir ^tfhful fefvailt, who Iti^ but to }6ve 
you, to adote yotti aiW to Mcfe the moment that 
he has made yoii generous enough to own hini» 
I hope, my .dear, nay t, will dare to fay , you never 
will have reafon to repent it. The wind was not 
ib contrary but wt ebuU haVe failed oh ; bid I 
tdMlSsli'ringtOii that^4»k>was net fair, I would 
anbhor^ ^Q]«cially'as leould feiidoneof myfri*^ 
gtite$ ill, for that I had 4dif)Mt«;hes of confequence 
to fend^ to Londoni Indeed, my dear angel,^ I 
i^eied not tell you< I knrow you read the reafim 
tod well that made me do fo. It was to write t» 
you, for" God knows I have 'Wtotk to none fUe» 
nbr fliall I to %nf other biit to the King* God 
blttfs-you, moft amiable and deareft Uttle crea-^ 
ture living — aimons toujours, mon adorable pci* 
tite amour. 

Je vous adore plus que la vie mefme* 
' Ibrve b^n reading fb^ about an hour this 
ibdmin^k Prior, mA&ndiJtitft few lines^ joft 
AOW> a^liciyUe vo v^ 

Hmt oft Itwi Hmry dtiui^iib §9 Afgaift^ 
, IjP^faarkM >y^al|l but besii^o^ tllaniet^s eyw | 
Oft hsKf found meana alone to fee the dame. 
And at her feet to breathe his amVous ftamcf 
And 10ft £he pangs of abfcncc to remove 
Py Itttcr^, ibftifttetpitetcrsx)f !<«rt|| 
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. y '. Till time anciibdtiitT^ (the migfatji^lntof ^ ( . " . 
y. That bnng our vri4^^9tP«arf!f,tc| ij^^r yi^f^}. ♦ 

^ jMade hiiupercejveiluft^e'J^dinipj; fay .^ ^ 

Received bis vows with n.o rcluftant car j 
That Venus hid confy-txi'd h^^r equal" rtign, 

' And dealt to Harriet's heart ^ illareof Henry's pain • 

1 Suchns ttiy aimifeifi^ht^o f9«d thofe fort of. 
things tlh^ putaine-tnil:ujiij-of oMrmutu^ f($dlr 
ings aiidfituatL(His; Now^ Go4 bkfs yoifitill I. 
flmll againhaveanopporCttnityof 'iending to you. 
rfhall write to you a letter a ^ay as many ckys as. 
y9i\xim\i^heYiin of me when I do they fliaU all, 
C0rad Eriday.Ji-6 June* God blefs— I flia'n't for* 
ge^Iyott-^ God fknows you have tcdd fo before 
Lhiive your heart, ^and it lies warm in Iny breaft*, 
I hope mine feels as eafy to you, thou joy of mjr 
U^ Adieu» 



.' :WflU,'i!nyM.— how like you my pen to-day? 
Bon'^t you thjnk.l am^itPiprQyed? In timelfhall 
come to write fuch letters ^ may a;p)>ear in print*. 
Were you not furprifed to read a letter dated at 
fea \ and to find me '.writ6 about my fquodron, 
and this King, and the I^rd knows what? 
when wfe parted but yefterday within the Bills 
of TOoftality. — Come, Til now put ofFmy maflc. 
The hopes you gave me yefterday of fo» fbon 

calling 
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calliitg'yooiftine, and to^dajr's uncommbrt fine-* 
nefsi ted quite infptrcd' me with good fpitits. A 
copy of the letter I hawjuft trsrnfcribed" was 
given me h& night; and^ as I prcrmifed to write 
tb" you to-dayi> I thought it w^buld amufeyott 
mote th^n any tiling I coiilff fay. K has blood- 
i-oyaF m^ if, I affiire you ; and Pll^ take my HMk 
ffOth of te autftenticity . When ybu' have mhify 
By pn lutpurfetf^ ftfcittk it writt make you laughs 
€bfnpaitf.thts Kihg^s brothtf ^ith niy fexton^i 
f6ti\ vHftoi durirtg^tHe conapofl^dh of thislettefi 
$f kS' writing^ SJdWley'sr gbems* WH^re I coulij 
ihafe itf ftnft By ftbi^plTig' ft^ I have, tile orfi 
^inaP isf- dl* wj^itteti polt, Cuplrf never rfoj^fe f<i 
Bait. Then He has ray eyesr, you kft6V/; whicH 
1^ att cxbufe fof bad felling, an€ cbrifafion ui 
ftefenfe. Poor Wind boy f tt*s vei-y wdft'Iie 
can contrive to wrffe at aTI. With\regaVd^t6 
fehrt pt It, we are iRlf in tthe'dirk ; but L^dy Q. 
Hiadeitout, f dare fey. -Oh^Love, almightj^ 
tovc ! with what eloquence Joes adoratibn of 
thee infpire thy votaries ? 
, Jfcfowjinrmy own cbarafter. -—What ysoudefired 
fooafe-ncfl-ly fliai'l certainly be dohe. A« t» tb0 
dfifpartcy of our years, what you (aid about it: 
yeftcrday did honour to your heart, but wa^ alf 
nothing to the pufpoft. My mind is niaJe up, 
BeTuleSy \ knew your zjp all along. Do you re- 
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member fome fufficiently bald poetry, with the 
reading of which 1 taxed your patience when I 
was quartered at *Huhtingdon*, I believe ? May 
J be i;a,nged, drawn, and quartered, if I did not, 
3-t the time I wrote it, know as well as yourfelf 
Kow many years you were older than I ! But I 
.well knew you were not acqiuinted with my age ; 
.which, by thofe lines, I hoped to conceal from 
y,ou. Then I thought, if you fhoiild fufpeft or 
come to know I was younger than you, that 
though t^e idea (3s y.ou, will fee, unlefs you have 
f:ommitted th«m to the flames they merit) turn§, 
in fa£l, upon our J>eiBg born in the fame year, 04 
the fame day almoft— ryet, that you might take 
it to turn upon the circumftance of our Wr/A- 
d&yi happeniiig almoft together ; and fo over- 
look, in confidering the nearnpfs of our birthr 
days, the difp^irity cf pur ages, 
\ fiut It's ufelcfs.to fay a w6rd more to me on 
tnis fukjecl — all yoi^pointed out I fee— and I am 
determined. Remember Ninon*. You are; not 
quite old enough to b^ my mother. 

! • See Letter XV fl The Editor cannot biit obfc^rc^ 
that if M}*:.}!. ba4 not, in this fiibfequent letter, by^ti^ 
merell accident i^i the world, explained thofe lines, tbiEjy 
•would haye thrown an i^njullfufpicionof fuppofititioufneia 
on this whole volume, and few people would have be- 
lieved thofe letters to have been genuine, from one of 
vrhich it was fo clear that H, was fo very ignorant of 
Mife:— ^'s age. 
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B7thc day after to-morrow I hope to be able 
to tell you your bufinefs is done, — Of that fong 
-which I gave you fome time ago, and with which . 
you are often kind enough to treat me, I hare 
difcovered the author. You know what I mean 
— *', When your beauty appears, &c."^ It was^ 
written by the elcgantly-fimple Parnell. 

Let me to-day fend you another, which, as I 
never heard you fing it, I fuppofe you have never 
feen— otherwife, from what I know of your tafte,., 
it muft have been your favourite* 

The moans of the foreft after the battle of Flodden-field. 

I have heard a lilting, at the ewes. milking, 
A' the laflcs ^lilting before break of day 5 
But now there'*s a moaning, in ilka ^eeii loning^ 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away ; 

.At 

Lilting] Singing chearfully^ witha bri(k lively air, iiir» 
ftyle peculiar to the Scots j whofe mufiC) being coitipofed 
for the bagpipe, jumps over the difcogndant notes of the zd 
and 7th, in order to prevent the jarring which it would 
otherwtie pixxluce with the drone or bafs, which conftantly 
founds an o6lave to tlie,key,noCe. ^Hence this kind of com^ 
poiition is commonly ftiled a. Scotph /if/f..—< if'] AH.— 
*JlhA\ Each.— '< Liming] Lane$ a word ilill in uTe in the 
northern parts. The word gnen is peculiarly emphati- 
cal J gtown over witii grafs,- by not being fretiuentcd.— 

*Bughts 
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, At blights in the morning, nae blytbe Jai^s are fcocaiiig, 
Our laiTes are lonely, and dowie, and wae : 
Nat daiHftgV nae g^bbtbg, but fighing and fobblog. 
llk^ la,ftr lifter 'KerlegKn, and hies her awa^r. 

In hay'^ at the Acarmg, nae fwankies are jccrifajg, 
Our.banfter& ai% wdnkded and lyaifd imd ^I'^y ^ ' * 
At 2V ^11' oi^apreacbiitgi nae vv(Xttiij^,:iuieiAeeicliing, 
Since the flowei"s of the fore ft are weeded away. 
f At e'en in the glooming, .nae youngftens ar9 foiipiiig' 
*Bout ftacks with the laffes at boggles to play ; 
But ilka lafs fits dieary, lanxen'ting her deaiy, 
Sintre the -flowers of the f orrik arc wetded away. 

Dool and wae fa' tht order— ifent our lads to thel)ordcr f ' 
The Engiiili for once by a guile won the day : 
The floxwers of ihe^ for^fc, ^hat 4bon« aye thr fotvmoft, 
'Hie pride of our land now ligs cauld in the clay ! 

We'll ha^ nae niair lilting, at the e^«s milking^ 
Our womea and bairns now fit dowie ^d wiae : 
Theit*s nought heaid but moaning in ilka ]grcci> loning, 
Since the flowers of the foreft aie weeded away. 

« Bughis"] Circular folds, where the ewes are milked—* 
^Seorhittg] Bantering, jeering.—* Do^ie*\ Dowly, foli- 
tery.— * IT/ii?] Pull of woe or foiTow— « I>affing] Wag- 
gifti fporting.— * tJ^^^f^^] Jeftrngty prating, .taUcing gib - 
ble*g»bble--^* Lr^/mJCan, or milking- pail .—•5«u««*w] 
8waiw8i-*-*-:&A>5/ferir3 -jftandAei'Si bin^rs'-npoflJie^caves. 
— «J» fyard] ftoary : being ftll old mth.'-^A freacbing] A 
preaiohing in Scoilaftd is not wjlifce a country fair.— i 
* Fleet cbin^l Fawning, flatt<*ring/^^/ow;fag^.] Oliminer-' 
jjig, twilight.— ©6 you retnember Chattctton's note cm 
giommedt inmyJcttcrabotif hhn>— «^0tfrtf]'!Dbldur, for- 
row,.— i* Waefa"^ Woe befal, evil brtidc.— « Ligsl Lies.' 

LET. 
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To the Same, 

a4th February, 177^ 
5ince wc parted yefterday I have thought a 

<good deal of what we talked about. Though I 

^id not promife to write to you till to-morrow, 
1 take up my pen ^ou fee this morning. The 

-bufincfs that is to foiivard ourmarriage (which 
can alone make me happy, and remove that me- 
lancholy you obferve) cannot be done till the 
evening — fo I may as well fpcnd this morning 
In talking to yon upon paper. 

The maimer in which you account for the 

Mfelf-deftrudlion of that moil wonderful boy 
Chatterton is phyficftl, I alTure you, as weU«s 
fenfible. Tiilbt, in his Eifay on the Difeafes 
incident to Literary Perfons, ftarts fome ideas 
very much like yours, only they are wrapped 
iip in harder words. Ypuihall fee : 

When the mind, long time Occupied, has forcibly im« 
prefibd an a^iontij^n tkei>rain» ifae is unable to reprefii 
that forcible a^ion. The fliockxontinnes after its caiife ; 
-aad> re-a6^big nppa the mind, maker k experience ideas 
which are ti-uly delinks s for they no 4onger smfwer to 
the exteniat imprefllons of objects, biitto the internal dtC^ 
'pofition of the brain, fome parts of which are now become 
incapable to recehre the new movements tranfmitted to ic 

^jrthticnfcs. ' 

Z The 
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The bram of Pafchal was fo vitiated by pafiing Vis life 
iin the- laborious exercifes of ftudy, thought/ and imagi- 
vnation» that certain fibres, agitated by inceffant motioa, 
vmade him perpetually feel a fenfation which feemed to be 
excited by a gulph of fire fituated on one fide of him 5 aiid 
his reafon, overpowered by the diforder of his nerves, could 
never baiiifli the idea of this fiery abyft. *SpinelIo painted 
• the fall of the rebel angels, and gave fo fierce a countenance 
to Lucifer, that he was ftruok with^horror himfelf ; and 
. during the remainder of his life, his imagination wasconti- 
. Dually haunted by the figure of that daemon, upbraidinghim 
with having madeVis portiVit fo hideous. G afpar Barlaus, 
. the orator,- poet,- and phyfician, was not ignorant of thefi? 
dangers. He waraed his friend Hughensagainft-thenr: 
but, blind with regard to himfelf, by immodcrate^dies he 
fo weakened his brain, that he thought his body was made 
of butter, and carefully ihunned the fire, left it iliould melt 
him i till at laft, worn out with his continual fears, he leapt 
into a well. Peter Jurieu, fo famous in theological dif- 
pute, and for his Commentary on theApocalypfe, difbrdered 
his brain in fuch a manner thkt, though he thought like 
a man of ienfe in other refpe6l^, he was- firmly peifvaded 
his fi-e<iuent fits of the cholic were occafioned by a con- 
ftant engagement between feven. horfemen who were (hut 
up in his belly. There have' been many inftances of literary 
perfons who thought themfelves metamorphofed into lan- 
terns ; and who complained of having loft their thighs. 

No one can deny that Chatletton muft have 
gone through as much wear and tear of the ima- 
gination^ as any perfon TilTot mentions. But 
J would give a^ood .deal, were it poffiblc for me 

never 
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mveragainto think about Chattertbn, or abouf^ 
his death, as long as I live— for I never do with- 
out being miferable. 

What you let fall about thepropcfifity of the 
Englifh to fuicide, is not true; , though a very- 
popular idea. And yet I will' relate to you, in 
the words of^anothcrperfony an inftance of 
Englifh fuicide much more cool and deliberate 
than any you ever heard, I dare fay. It is a fadt, . 
and happened in 173^*^ 

IMchard Smith, a bookbrnder, and pnfoner for debt with- 
in the liberties of the King^s-Bench, perfuadedhis wife to 
follow his exanipte> in making away with herfelf, after they 
l^d Antrderedl^ir little infant. This wretched pair were, 
in the month of April » found hanging in their bed-chamber 
at about ayarcTs diilance from each other} and in a feparate 
apartment, the child lay dead in a cr;»d]e. They left two 
papers inclofed in a fliort letter to their landlord, whofe 
fcindnefs they implored in favour of their dog and cat » 
They even left money to the porter who ihould carry the 
inclofed papers to the perfon to whom they were addrefled. 
In. one of thefe the hufband thanked that perfon for the 
marks of friendship he had received at his hands 5 and 
complained of the ill offices he had undergone from a diffe- 
rent quarter. The other papers, fubfcribed by the huftand 
and wife, contained the reafons which induced them to ait 
fuch a tragedy on themfelres and their offsfKing. This let« 
tcr was altogether furpriiing for the calm refolution, the 
good humour, and the propriety, with which it was writtem 
They declai*ed, that they withdi-ewthemfclve's frompoverty 
^ ' Z a aad 
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ngt i eviU thaty throiigh a tmn of unlucky acci<J«ots^^ 
were become inevitable. They appealed to their oeigb* 
bours for the induftry wltb.whicb they had endeavoured 
to earn a livelihood. They juftified the murder of tlieir 
<rhild, by faying, it waa hSs cruelty to take her with them^ . 
thain Co leave her fricQcUefs mth^Avorld, exposed to igno* 
nmce and mifcry* They i^rofefl^d their belief 9ad con* 
fidence in an Almighty-Gpd» the fountain of goodaef*. 
and beneficence^ who could not poflibly take delight i&. 
the mifery of his creatures : they therefore refigitcd u{». 
Aeir Kves to him without any terrible apprehenAons $ Aib- 
mitting thenafelves to thofe wayc, which, in hU gpodncft, 
he fhould appoint after death.— —-Thefe unfortunate fui* 
cidet h^d be6» alvrays iaduflricitii aadllhq^, mvi^it^Iy 
tyontfty and ranaskabie for; conjug^ affeAioA^ 

This tragedy I have ibown you, becaufe I 
think France, lively France^ in whofe language 
fuicide is an Jnglicifm^ can fupply me with an'. 
anecdote as authentic of fomething ftill more, 
cool and more deliberate, fince the motives to, 
the crime (to wh.ic|( no motive can be fuffi^ 
ipiently ftrong) were fo much weaken 

On the day before Chnftmas-day, 1773* about 
eleven o'clock, two foldiers came to the Crofs- 
Bowlnn at St. Dennis, and ordered dinner. Bor-* 
4eaux, one of the foldiers, went out and bought a 
little paper of powder, and a couple of bullets, 
ohferving to the perfon who fold them to him», 
th^ St. D^DXiis &emed tabe fb glea&nt a place, 

he 
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he (bould not diflike to fpend the remainder oli 
his life there. Returning to the inn, he and his 
companion pafied the day together very merrily. 
On Chriftmas*day they again dined as merrily, . 
ordered wine, and about five o'clock in the 
afternoon, were found by the fire, on breaking : 
open the door, fitting on the oppofite fides of 
a table, whereon-were three empty champaign ^ 
bottles, the following will and Fetter, and :r half* 
crown. They were both (hot through the head$ 
two pifiols lay upon the floor. The noife of thQ 
piftols brought up Jthe people of the-houfe, who * 
immediately fent for M. de Rouill^re^, the com-* - 
mandantof riie marechaufleeat iSt. Dennis. 

The will I tranflaled myfelf from a formal i 
c6py, which was taken for a friend of mine-at -. 
Su Dennis, in I774-. 

The. W I L L. 

A man who knows he is to die» (hould ^e caie to d» 
every thing which his furvivors can wiihhim taJiave done» 
We aretjnor« particulvriy in that fituatlon. Our inten* 
tion is f prevent uneadneis to ouc hoft»> as well as to 
lighten the labours of thoTe whom cnriofity, under ^tence 
of form and order, will bring hither to pay^us vifits. 

Humatn is the biggtr, and I, fiordeaux, am the JefTer 
of the two. 

He is drum-major of meftre de camp desniragons, and . 
I -am Amply a dragoon^of Belzonce.* 

Death is a pafiage. I addrefi; to thft^gentleman of tht 
law of St. Dennis (who, with his £r(l clerk as afTiftant, 
Z 3. . »i.a • 
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itrawti i if difgufted with the whole, renounce the whole. 
The calci^lation is not long. I have made it without th6 
aid of geometry. In fhort, I am on the point of putting 
an end to the exigence that I have poflefTed for near twenty 
years, fifteen of which it has been a burden to me ; and, 
from the moment that I write, a few grains of powder will 
deftroy this moving mafs of fieih, which we vain moitaU 
call the King- of Beings, 

*< 1 owe no one an^sxcuie. I deferted, that was a crime ; 
butlamgoingtoponifliit} and the law will heiatisfied. 

<• I aficed leave of abfence from my fuperiors, to have the 
fleafure of dying at my eafe. They never condefeended 
to give me an anfwer. This ierved to haften my end. 

«< 1 wrote 'to Bord to fend you fome detached pieces I 
left atGuife, which I beg you to accept. You will find 
they contain fome well-chofen literature. ' Thefe pieces 
miXi follicit foi* me a place in your remembrance. 

'* Adieu, my dear lieutenant ) continue your efteea 
for St. Lambert and Dorat. As for the reft, fkip from 
flower to flower, and acquire the fwcets of all knowledge^ 
and enjoy every pleafure.- 

*« Pour moi, j'anive ati trou ~ - 
<• Qui n'^happe ni fagc ni f«u,v 
«« Pour aller je ne f(fais ou. 

'< If we exift after this life, and it is forbidden to quit 
it without pcrmifnon, I will endeavour to procure one mo- 
ment to inform you of it f if not, I fhotild advife all thofe 
who are unhappy, which is by far the greateH part of mau^ 
kind^ to follow my example. 

«« Wheji you iweive this Ittter^ I fhall have been dead 
at leail 24 hgurs, 

Witb efteem, Ac. 
, ~ Bordeaux.** 

Is 
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h there any thing like thi« in tngIKh ftory ?' 
Ifwi exiji 0fUr this /i^—^h^ my brave Bor-» 

4eaux> that is the quejlion ^^nd aqueftion which. 

jfyctt jwu coiuld OQt. wftwr ift^ th^ mgMi^/m 

■I r ■ Ml ■ T lurt'stfatyetr^gft 

That jnak0t csd«nvt}r 9<^fi> loQi; Ikfca 

l^or who would bear the whija and tb« fcornt o*th*tim^ 

fb^ fangs qfdejjfilkd kve^ 

(which I could nevet bcaf }^ 
■ ■ >■ I ^^^ ■■■,, I ' fhc law's delay. 
The infolence of office, and the (^urnt. 
Which patient merit of th'un worthy llakM^f 
But thaii the^ds^ad'of fo4iet))ttm^4fiK2; ^gg^^ 
y4i»U« 4)f wi^I» I :. 
' Aad inpli;e8 us rathev be^ thofe iU^ vo have^ 
Than fly to others that we know not of* 

The pains thcfe two poor fi^llow^ took (or ra- 
ther Bordeaux, for he ieems to have been thQ 
principal) to pieve^t 2x^j \^<^\z or ustalinefs t(^^ 
their Airvivors>.lead. me tp reftB<9k how very uni^ 
formly the contrary, is the conduft pf fui<?idef 
with us. One would (bmetimcs almoft fancy that 
they ftudied Kqw tb^y might commitlbe abomi* 
nable crime fo as to he found by thofe whom the 
difgovery would, moft afFeft. Have they wives, 
fhildren ? It mvft be done fometiiiies in theij^pfe-*. 
lence, in bed with them; often in their hearing} 
^Imoft always in fucfa a manner that they m^y be 
^ firft fee^aatpf § of iL Mr. Y. Lord F. Mr. S. 

Lprd 
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Lord C Mr. B. are cruel inftances of tfiir*- 
Ofr for Omnipotence to call fuch favagcs^bact 
to life, and chain them to the hardeft taiks of 
exiftence ! It not the crime of fuictde fufficient, 
without adding to it the«rtfr^#rof aheart*broken. 
wife or child ? Hence you may, perhaps, draw^ 
ah argument that every fuicide is a madman^ 
For my part, I have no doubt of it j and if Htt*^ 
main had fallen into the hands of a friend lel&v 
mad than Bordeaux, he might have lived to have 
fought another day» 

And hereendh a loBgi d^ir letter,- about^ar 
Ihort, entertaining conyerfation (on your part at 
Jeaft). Dcn^t ftay long out of town, or I ihdlf 
write YO]ii^addir Aptes than you received du- 
Hng the week T was employed "on tliic letter 
about Chj^tterton. When L think of you, lam 
mad— i~-What muft I be when I have reafon to 
think (or fancy fo) that you don't think of mei^, 
G' is gone. 

t E T T: BR: LIV^v 

To the S AA«. 

I March^i779* 

'Hiough' we meet to-morrow j J muft write yov^ 

two words to-night, juft to /ay^ that I have all 

the hopes in the world ten days, at the utmoff^- 

will complete the bufinefs.' When that, is done^ 

your. 
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y©ur only objeftion is removed along \^ith your 
dcbts.^ and we may^ furely, then be happy, and 
be {ofoon. In a month, or fix weeks at furtheji^ 
from this time, I might certainly call you mine. 
Only remember that my chara£fer^ now I have 
taken orders, makes expedition neceflary. By 
^to-night's poft-I fhall write intoNorfblk about 
'the alterations at our parfonage.— T o-morrow,— 
G.'sfriendfliip is more than I can ever return. 

J. E T T rE R LV. 
To Charles — -j Efq. 

2oMai'ch,x779« 
* Your coming to towYi, my dear friend, wiH 
aJifwer no end. G. has been fuch a friend to me, 
it is not poffible to doubt her in formation. -^'-^ 
What intereft has (he to ferve ? Certainly ntme. 
Look over the letters, with which I have fo pef- 
tered you for thefe^two years, abeut this bufmefs. 
Look at what I ^ave written to you about G. 
fmce I returned from Ireland. She can only 
mean well to me. Be 'not apprehenfive. Your 
friend will take no ftep to difgrace himfelf. 
What I (hall do I know not. Without her I do 
not think I can exift. Vet I will be, you ihali 
i^^xman^ as well as a lover*. Should there he a 

rivals 



*rival, ind ihould he merit chaftifement, Ilciio# 
'you'll be my friend. But I'll have ocular j^roof 
*of every tbiitg before I^bclievc. 

Tour's ever. 



i E T T >E R - LVI. 
^o the ^AM2. 

6 Apnl, iy7f . 

Iffignrfies not. Your reafonlng I admit. De- 
•fpair goads me on. Death cftiJy can relieve 
me. By what I wrote yefterday, you muft fee 
tny refolution was taken. Often have I made 
^ufe of my key to let myfelf into the A. that I 
might die %t her feet« She gave it me as the 
key of love^-^ittle did (he think it would ev^ 
prove the key of death. But the lofs of Z/ady H^ 
keeps Lord S. wi^in> 

My dear Charks, is it poKkie for me to doubt 
G.^s information ? Even you were flaggered by 
the account I gave you of what.|)^ed between us 
in the Park. What then have I to do, who only 
lived when fheioved me, but to ceafe to live now. 
ftc ceafes to love ? Tbe.propriefy of fuicide, its 
cowardice, its cnme-i^I have n<)tUMig to donvick 
them. All I pretend to prove or to difprove is 
my mikry^ and the.pfl|pibtlityof fnywiitiiig un^ 

der 
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der it. Enclofed are the lad dying words ati4 
confeffion of poor Captain J. wbodeftroyed hiiu^ 
felf not long ago. But thefe lines are ootthe 
things vrhicfa have determined me. There ^re 
many defeats in the reafoning of them, ikoitgli 
none in the poetry.— —His motives are not 
mine, nor are his principles mine. His ills I 
Could have horned He told me of his Induce* 
mcnt, poor fellow ! But I refufed to allow them. 
Little did I imagine that I fhould evi^r have in* 
ducements, as I now have, which I lir^ allow. 
Thefe extraordinary lines are faid to be his. Yet^ 
from what 1 knew of htm, I am flow to believe it. 
They ftrike me as the produ&ion of abilities far 
luperior to hiS; of abilities fent into the world 
for feme particular purpofe, and which Provi« 
dence would not fufter to quit the world in fuch 
a manner. 

Till within this month, till G.^s information, 
I thought of felf-murder as you think of it. No- 
thing now is left for me but to leap the world to 
come. If it be a qfimt^ as I too much fear, and 
we are accountable for our paflions, I muft ftand 
the trial and the punifliment. *My invention can 
paint no puniflimentequaltowhat IfufFer here. 

Thiak of thofe paflions, my friend— —thpfc 

paflions of which you have fo often, fince I knew 

A a Mir$ 
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Mifs -■ ■ , fpokcn to me and written to me. If 
-you will not let me fly from my mifery, will you 
not let me fly from my paflions ? They are a 
pack of bloodhounds which will inevitably tear 
me to pieces. My careleflhefs has fuflPered them 
to overtake me^ and now there is ao poffibility, 
butthisjof efcaping them. — The hand of Nature 
heaped up every fpecies of combuftible in my 
bofom. The torch of Love has fet the heap on 
fire. I muft peri(h in the flames. At firft I 
might perhaps have extinguiihcd them— —now 
they rage too fiercely, ^they can be f mothered, 
they can never be got under. Suppofe they 
ihou)d confumeany other perfon befide myfelf. 
And who is he will anfwer for pafilons fuck as 
mine? — At prefent, I am innocent. 

Did you ever read D'Arnaud ? Let me.tell you 
a (lory I found in him the other day. It made 
me fhudder at the precipice on which I ftand. 
It determined me to (but the adamantine gates 
of death againfl poflibility. 

Salvlni, nn ftalijfn (no Engliflmian row/*/ commit his 
crime), in whole mind my mind difcovered its relation, be- 
comes intimate with AdeJibn, an Engliniman of fortune, at 
Komc. Salvini accompanies him to England, and is intro* 
duced by him toMrs. Rivers and her daughter, hjs intended 
wife. Adelfon introduced a rival and a — biu you Ihall 
hear. Love, who had never before been able to conqifer 
Salvini, now tyrannized cnrer him, as cruelly as he has ty- 
rannised 
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mnnized ovierme. The tale is well worked up. Love^cstdd* 
his vi6lim, by degrees* frpm one aime to another j til]> at 
W(, on the day fixed for Nelly's raaniage with Adelfon^ 
Salvini murders hcEy and endeavours to murder himfclf. 
T'he attendants preferve him, a further vlftim to joftice. 
He is committed to Newgate — condemned to death. AdeU 
fon bribes a jailor to afTord Salvini that opportunity to 
cicape^ which he twice refufes. He fatis/ies human juflic» 
by fuffering atTybuni. Adelfon and Mrs. Rivers incieafe 
his crime, by dying of grief in confequence of it.* 

Oh Charles^Ch^rics — as yet thy ff. is nor 
Salvinii* ' Nor will t murdsr any but myfelf.-i-i 
As. yet the devil Has not tempteifme to plung^ 

my 

* When firft Iread thisletter I had never heard of I>*AVf 
littkl. I now. enquired for iuch. a writer,. SiiUT could not 
eredit Mr. IL Who could believe that poor H.'sdory 
(houLd be related To many y^ars before it hapi^ene:!, under 
the name of Safoini? But U> ii is. (Epi^uves du fehtrnHB^ 
par M. D'Arnaud. Maeftwcht, 1774* Tome 3. usu) 
The circuroftance is r»remarM)le>that a note an hour] jn^ 
might be written upon it^, l£ H.*8 ftory be more complete 
than Salvini's,itdjpes but (how that Nature is a^ better writer 
than D'Arnaud. He' yields, yet yields only to her penj and 
even Nature appears to Have borrowed from I)*Arnaud.-y- 

«* What a compliment!" the reader fays '^What 9, 

** writer, to deferve fuch a compliment!" adds the tditor. 

Before poor H. conchntes this letter, there is an alJuiloft 
to the moft fingidai* fccne which Roufl'eau has fo.wonde*. 
fully painted. La nouveik Beki/e, Leitrt 17. ' J 

A a X 
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my Elcife along with mc into the trnfathomable 
iiepths of deftruftion. Take the fines I men- 
tioned. They are too good for the bad caufe 
they were written to defend. — My watch I have 
fcalcd up for you : wear it fur my fake. Crop 
kas been a faithful fervsuit to me, accept of him i 
and when he is too old tocarry you, let him have 
the run of your park. He once (how happy wa« 
1 that day !) — he once bore the precious burden 
qf her for whom I die. Already have I bid you 
iblemnly farewel. It (ball not be repeated. 
While I d^ live, Your own 

H. 

Aveii^frQin life» not well refolvM to die, 
U$M but to murmur, I retain my breath-*- 
Y«t pant, enlarged from this dull world, to try 
Tiie ho/pitable, though cold^ arms of death. 

What future joys fliould bid me wiih to hvef 
VVhat fiatteriflg drMmt of better <iay t remain ? 
What profpe^^ can ohlcure'cxiileiice give, 
A recompence for penury and pain ? 

Is there an hope that o'er this upton'd frame 
AwakenM health her wonted glow (hail fpread ? 
Is there a path to pleafure, wealth, or fame, 
Which ficknefs, languor, and remorfe can tread ? 

Then wherefore (hould I doubt? what fliould I fear) 
Why for a moment longer bear my giicf ? 
3ehold ! my great deliverer irneart 
JUnaKdlateas I wiih, his prompt relit f. 

O ioftauce 
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O infbnce.lbniige of frse, but blinded will». -» 

DifcufsM [o much, fo little underftoodj 

To bear the certainty of prefent ill. 

Before fhe.uncertaia chance qf ill.or good! ' ., . ; 

But wliat that chasoe } Whjr he it iHiat it ilyay i; * 
Still *tJ8 a chance : and here »y wwe^ are fwe. 
Yet think thefe woes are forrows of a ^Aff. 
Whil^ thofc to all eteraJt> endure.-— 

Thin^ on the horrors of eternal pain ! . ' 

Imagin«tion ftartles at tke name $ 

Nor cfin imprefa upon the labonving brain 

Diuration endlefs ftill» and ^litbe fame.— — 

Well haft thou (aid— nor can it be impreftM» 
Hatkblind credulity that abje^ flav^ 
Who thinks his notbingnefs, for eter blefsM^ 
Shall hqld eternal triumph o*er the grave ? > 

When oceans ceafe to roll, roekfr melt away,. 
Atlas and Min^ fink into the plain. 
The glorious fun, the elements decay, 
Shsdl man, creation's llimfieft work, r^nain ^ 

What (lia^ remain of man?— tliis outwar«S^frame ?. 
Soon ihall it moulder to its native du/l— — 
Or haply that unbodied fubtle ilame 
Which occupies and animates the buft ? 

Let bub a finger ache, the kindred foul 

Its intimate alliance (hall perceiye t ' 

Let ultimate deftru6^ion graip the whole. 

The foul immoital »nd imchang'd (hall liv«. ^ \ 

A a 3 Stopi 
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Stop but one eondtiit, knd the tone is loft ^«*> 
But burft each pipe> and tear op every key. 
Then fliall the decompofed organ** ghoft 
Swell the lend peal ofcndlefs harmony. ' ■ ■ ■«» ' 

So ihitU tiial qtMriity, Wb«fe powers arife 
From varMrat parts by nicift art flnTang*dt 
With every fko^ iKcy Mer fympathizes 
But after their deihv^^ion Uve unchanged.-— 

So much for ai'gTi:aKat-«*>tbe kgendt vain 
Qf priefily craft reach not «h'hi|geniioii« mind'** 
J;et knaves innrant^ and folly will mainatn, 
The wildeft fyibem thMtdeiiides mankind. 

Did there ekiH the very hieN they patitt) 
Were there the ve^ heaven they deiiiT $ 
'Tweie hard to chodfe, a devil or a faint, 
Eternal fing-fotlf JOietcinal ^, 

Ye id] e hepeis-of ilitttre joys, ^fewH t 
Farewel ye groondlefsfiars of futwrewoct 
Lp, the fole argument on ^mfikh to dwell^ 
Shall I, or fhali I not, this life fore^ t 

I know tile ^brm that waits my deftinM head, 
The ti^fling joys I yet m«y hope to reap. 
The momentary pang I hav« to dread, 
Th( fiate of undi6mi)'4l^ uwdi^eaiRiKig flecp 

Then all ic knowft— 4m4 aH » known too wel!. 
Or to diflraft, or to delay my choicf t 
No -hopes Iblick, and no fe-an ttibel 

A(aiiijft aii»iQ «itii»ele,^cttf aiin'd yoke. 



Had 
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Had I ^lifticioo^ th^t a future ft^te 
Might yet exifty as haply I have ponc*« 
*Twere worth the coft^ to venture on my fate^ 
Impeird by cunoflty alooe. 

iatcd Mfiib hfct a»4 mnpJy gratify *d . 
Jn every varied pleafure life can git^le, 
Oaefole epjoymeat yet remains untry'j^ 
One only novelty— to ceafe to live. 

Not 3Vt reduced a icoraM alms to cnnre, 
K»t yet of tbo& vi^kb whom Iliv'd the iport; 
Ko gi'tat man'9 pander^ parafite, or fbre— 
O Death, I feek thy hoipitable poit. 

Tiiov, tikethe virgm in ber brid»l Qntk, 
Scemeftprcpai'Mf confenting, Jund, to lio^ 
The happy bride^rooih I, with hafty feet> 
Fly to thine arms in rapf rous extafy. 



LETTER LVIL 
. Ta Mr. 3-*— — . ~ 

7 April, 1779. 

My dear F. 
When this reaches you IfliaB be no more, but 
do not let my unhappy fate diftrefs you too 
nnich. t ilrpve againft it as long aspofllU^e, 
but it how overpowers me. You know whfere 
my affeftion^Were placed; my haVing'byfbW 

means 
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means or other loft hcr's (an idea wKicb I couU 
not fuppert) has driven me to madnefs. The 
world will condemn me, but your heart will pit]f 
me. God blefs you, my dear F. Would I had 
a fum of money to leave you, to convince you of 
my great regard!" You were almoft my only 
iTriend. I have hid one circumftance from you, 
v^hich givet me great pain. I owe Mr. W. of 
Gofport one htindred pounds, for 'which he has 
the writings of my houfes^ but I hope in God, 
when they are fold,and all other matters colle^ed, 
there will be nearly enough to fettle your ac- 
#Qunt. May ^ilmlghty Gdd blefs you^ and y$ut\ 
with comfort and happinefs; and may you ever 
be a ftranger'to the pangs I now feel ! May Hea- 
ven proteft my beloved woman, and forgive this 
a£k, which alone could relieve me from a world of 
mifery I bavfe. long endured ! Oh! ifi it ihould 
be in your power to do her any ad of friendfhip,^ 
remember your faithful friend, J. H. 

LETTER LVIII. 
To Charles » Efq. 

TotiiilUfitldi^ 
S April, 1779. 
I am alive — and fhe is dead. I ihot her, and 
not my felf. Some of her blood and brains is ftill 

upon 
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upon my cloaths. I don't aflcyou to fpeak tame^ 
I don't a(k you to look at mc. Only come hither, 
and bring me a little poifon ; fuch as is ftrong 
, enough. Upon my knees, I beg, if your friend- 
fhip for me ever was fincere, do, do, bring mc 
fome poifon. 

LETTER LIX. 
To the Sams. 

'9 April, 79^ 
Yb«r note Jitft n6w; and the long letter I re-> 
ceived at the fame time, ivhichibould have foufhi' 
me the day before yefterday, have changed my 
refolution. The promife you defire, I moft fo- 
Jemnly give you. I will make no attempt upon 
my life* Had I received your comfortable let- 
ter when you meant I ftould, I verily do not 
think this would have happened. 

Pardon what I wrote to you about the poiibn* 
Indeed I am too compofed for ^ny Aich thing 
now* Nothing fliould tempt me. My death is 
all the recompence I can m:)ke to the laws of my. 
country. Dr. V. has fent me fome excellent ad*- 
vice, and Mr. H. has refuted all my falfe argu-^ 
ments. Even fuch a being as I find$ friends^ 

Oh, 
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.Ob, that my feelings and his feelings would. 
let me fee my dutrejl friend. Then I would 
tell you how this happened* 



LETTER LX, 

To the Same* 
\ • • - - . 

,..- Newgate, 

14 April, *779* 

.Mybcft thanki for all your goodnefs finer 
Ibif day fe'nDtght/ Ob,Charles,*ths»ii( about 
iIm tunct I cannpc write. 



*- My trial comes on either J*rirfay of Saturday. 
K win be indeed a trial. God {whom I have fo» 
outraged) can alone tell bow I (hal! go through 
It. My refolution is not fixed as yet about 
pleading gtiilty. The arguments by which they 
tfen ntd r^ajrefcape that death fo much my due, 
I certamly will not fuffer to be ufed. My pre- 
lent fituation of mind you may colle£l from the 
ciicl6Ted copy of what I mean to fay, if I coAti- 
ntie in the refolution, in which I yeflerday wrote 
you word I was, of pleading not guilty. 

t/'. •* My Lord, 
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" My Lord, 

I fliould not have troubled the Court with the exami- 
nation of M\ itnefTes to fiipport the charge againd me, had 
I not thought ihe pleading guilty to the indiftment would 
give an indication of contemning death, not fuitable to itiy 
fycelent condition j and would, in Comd meaffut-e, make me 
acceiTary to a (bcond peril of my life. And I likewife 
thought that the juftice of my country ought to be fatisHed, 
by fuffenng my offences to be proved, and the fa£t to be 
eilabliihed by evidence. 

I ftxnd here the moft wretched of human beings 1 and 
confefs myfelf crimiM in a high degree, I acknowledge 
*with Jbame mnd repentance that my, determination againft 
my own life was formal and complete. I proteft, with that 
regard to truth which bccomfes wry fituation, that the will to 
deftroyher,who was ever dearer to metlian life,was never 
mine until a momentary frenzy overcame nie, and iiduced 
me to commit thedted I deplore. —The letter which I meant 
for my brother-in-law, after my deceafe, will have its due 
weight* as to this point, with good men. 

Before this dreadful a£(, I truil, nothing will be found in 
the tenor of my life, which the common charity of maiw 
kind will not readily excufe. I have no wi/Ii to avoid the 
punithnteflt which the la^ws of my countiy appoint for my 
crime $ but, being already too unhappy to feci a punifhment 
in iledth, or a fifi^isfai^ion in life, I iubmit myfelf to the 
difpoial and judgment of Almighty God, and to the confe- 
quences of this enquiry into my condu^l and intention.'* 

Whatever the world may think, you> I know, 
believe that I had no intention againft her till the 
very inftanU The account I wrote ta you of the 

fhocking 
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Diockingbufmefsfiiice it happened, was the real 
truth . A llTucfday , after I had finifhcd my letter to 
you, I in vain fought for an opportunity to deff roy 
inyfelf in her prefence. So, again, on the Wed- 
nefday, all the morning. In the afternooA, after 
dining at poor B.% I fawLord S's coach pafs by 
the Cannon Coffec-houfe, where I was watching 
for it. I followed it to G.'s (inhuman, and yet 
not guilty, G. !) From her houfe I faw it take 
them to the play. Now, I was determined j aiid 
went to my lodgings, for ntf piftols, where I 
wrote a letter to B. which 1 put into my pocket, 
intending to fend it ; but, as I forgot it, the let- 
ter was found there. When I returned to Co- 
vent-Gardeh, I waited for the conclufion of the 
play, in the Bedford Cofftc-Houfc, What a 
figure muft I have been ! Indeed, I overheard 
one gentleman fay to a friend, that I looked as if 
1 was out of my fenfes. Oh, how I wiflied for 
the play to be over! I had charged my piftols 
with the kindeft letter {he ever wrote me j a let- 
ter which made me the happieft of mortals, and 
which had ever fmcc been my talifman. At laft, 
arrived the end of the play, and the beginning 
of my tragedy. I met thcn^in the ftone paflage, 
and had then got the piftol to my forehead, but 
file did not fee rae, (nor did any one, I fuppofe.) 
And the cwud fcpaiftted us,. This accident I 

coniidered 
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confidered as the immediate intervention of 
Providence. I put up my piftol, turned about, 
and Should (I moft firmly believe) have gone 
out the other way, and have laid afide my hor- 
rid refolutiod, had I not^Jooked round and 
feen Mr. M. (whom I in^mediately. conftrued 
into the favoured lover dcfcribed by G.) offer 
her. a hand, which I thought was received 
with particular pleafure. The ftream of my 
p^flions, which had been ftopped^ now over- 
vvhelmed me with redoubled violence. It hur- 
ried me after them. Jealoufy fuggefted a new 
crimen and. nerved, anew the arm of deTpair. 

I: overtook them at the .carriage, and-^^ ^ 

and, at about the time I am now writing this^. 
felt more than all the tortures of all the danuned 
together. 

What (hall I not feel at the neceflary recital 
of the tragedy, at my trial ! - 

LETTER LXi. 

To Mr. ', in Newgate. 

ly April, 7^ 

If the murderer of Mifs wiflies t6 

live, the maft he has moft injured v^ill ufe all ' 
his intcreft to procure his life. * * 

Bb LET. 
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LETT ER LXII. 

The Coadeiiiii«d-ceU,>m Newgate^ 
1 7 April, i77fl. 

The murderer of her whom .he preferred, 
far prefiared) to lift^. fufpeds> the baad from 
v4iich kehas juft received fuch an oScT as'he 
neidiep ^fires nor deferves. His wiflies^ are 
for death) not ^or life. One wifli he has. 
Gould he be pardoned in this world by the 
man he-hasPmoft injured — Oh, my I^d^ when 
I meeth^ in another wodd,* enable- me to- u^ 
her (if departed Q>irit9 are ignorant of earthly 
things^) that .ypu forgive us both, that you 
wU be a fatilier to her dear in&hts! 

J. H. 

LETTER hXllL 

To-CharItCs < — ^— ^, Efq. 

ff^bat follows^ in fmall type,, was written 
upon different papers which he fealed up for his 
friend en the fatal.- morning. Th; datei are 
pYferved^- bui^ the- fQnt£nts ,of the papers ar< here- 
put together as one' lettef. 

Newgate, 
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Newgate, Saturday Night, 
• . 17 April, I77P. 

My dear Charles ! 

The clock has juft . ftruck eleven. All has, for fome 
timjc, heen quiet -witliin this fad abode. Would that all were 
fo within my fadder bread ! 

That gloominefs of ipiy favourite Young's Night 
Thoughts, which was always fo congenial to my foul, would 
Jbave be«n dill heightened, had he ever beem wretchei 
enough to hear St. Paul's clock thunder through the ftill 
car of night, in the condemned walls of Newgate. The 
found is truly folemn— it feems the found of death. 

O that it were "HSth^s {bond! How 'greedily would my 
impatient cars devour it ! 

And yet-^tut one day more. Ileft, tcft, perturbed fpirit^ 
till then, 
And then-*— 

My God, "toy creator, my'firft father! TKou who madeA 
me as I am ; with thefe feelings, thefe pailions, this heart ! 
—Thou, who art *all mi^'t, afifl IJI fhercy !— Well thou 
knoweft I did not, like too many of thy creatures, per- 
suade 'tAyMf iSaaei^na no Cod, 1>efbre i perfindtid myfelf 
I had a right over my lHe.<^-«0 then, my fattier, put mc 
Upt ^eternally from chy paternal prefoicc ! It is ^not pyiniih- 
ments, nor pains, nor hell, I fear: what man can b^, I 
c^n. . My fear is to be deemed ungrateful to thy goodncis^ 
lo be thought unworthy tihy prefence, to be driven from the 
light of iby countenance. 

Bib* Wen 
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Well thou knoweft I could not brook the thoughts of 
wanting gratitude to thing; beneath me in they creation ; to 
a dog, a horfe : almoft to things inanimate ; a tree, a book» 
And thinkeft thou that I could bear the charge! of want of 
gratitude to thee ! 

And,. migbt*-.0 might I refign the Joys of the other 
world, which neither eye can fee, nor tongue can fpeak, 
nor imagination dream, for an eternal ezillence of loye and 
Mifs with her,, whom — 

Prefumptuous murderer! The blifs you alk were para- 
difc. 

My father, who art in heaven, I bow before thy mercyi 
and patiently abide my fentence. 



Theft papers which will be delivered to yon after my 
death, my dear friend, are not letters. Nor know I what 
to call them. They will exhibit, however, the picture of a 
heart which has ever been your*8 more than any other man's. 



How have I feen the poor foul afie^ed at that recitative. 
of Iphis in her favourite Jephtha ! 

«• Ye facrcd priefts, whofe han<k ne'er yet Were ftamed 
« With human blood!" 

To think that I fliould be her prieft, her murderer! In 

one of her letters (he tells me, I recolleO;, that (he could 

die whh pleafure by my hand, (he is fure (he could. Poor 

ibuU Little did (he thinks** 

It 



tt U odd, bnt I know for a certunty that this rechstHe 
and the air which fgilowa it» « Farewd, ftc.** were the lad 
words fhe ever fung. Now I mud fay, and ma^ lay, cxf^ 
rimentally — ^^^-^ 

«« Farewey, thou bufy«world^ where reign 
<* Short hours of joy, aad years of pain !** 

I may not ad d 

** Brighter fcenes I feck above, 

' " In the realms of peace and /9W." 

Love!— gradovs God, this word in this place^ «t tUl^ 
time ! 
Oh! 



Newgate, Sunday, z8 Aprils f^ 
4 in the morning. 

O, Charles, Charles— —tornients, tortnres! HeU, and 
worfethanhdl! 

When I had finifhed my latt fcrap of paper, t thought I 
felt myfelf compofed, refigncd. Indeed, I was ib ■ ! am 
fy now. 

I threw my wearied body — wearied, Heaven knows, more 
than any labourer's, with the workings of my mind— upon 
the floor of my dungeon.. 

Sleep came uncalled, but only came to make me more 
Completely curfed. 

This world was paA, the next was come; but, after 

that, no other world. AU wa^ revealed to me. My eternal 

lentencc of mental misery <from- which there was no 0^g|ht) 

B b 3 of 
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of Ijtoiftment from the prcfencc of my father, of more thdn 
poetry e*er feigned or wesJmcft feared, was paft, hmtvo- 
cAlj paft. 
Her vcrdift too of puniflimcnt was pronounced. Yes, 

Charles (he, ihe was pnniihcd — and by whole means 

puni/hed ? . ■ 

Even in her angel mind were fsdlings, which it is not 
wonderful I never faw, fmce Omnifcience, it feemed, could 
hardly difcern them. O, Charles,, thcfe foibles, fo few, fo 
undifcemible, were ftlll, I thought in my dream, to be 
expiated. For my hand fent her to heaven before her time, 
with all her few foibles on her head. 

Charles, I iaw the expiation— the(e eyes beheld her un- 
dergo the heavenly punifhment. 

That paft, fhe was called, I thought, to the reward of 
her ten th«u(and virtues. 

Then, in very deed, began my "hell, my worfe than wo- 
man ever dreamed of hell. ■ Charles, I faw her, as plainly 
as I ie& the bars of my dungeon, through which the eye 
of day looks upon me now for almoft the laft time. Her 
face, her perfon werie ftill more divine than when on earth 
—they were caft anew, in angel moulds. Her mind too I 
beheld, as pldnly as her face; and all its features. That 
was the fame— that was not capable of alteration for the 
better. 

But, what faw I dfe ? That mind, that perfon, that fece, 
that angel— was in the bofom of another angel. Between 
-us was a gulph, a gulph impaffible! I could not go to her, 
neither could fhe come to me. 

N«— nor did {be wifli it. There was the curie. 

Charles, (he faw me, where I was, fteeped to the lips in 
miicry. She faw me ; but without a tear, without one ft^. 

One 



One figh from her, I thoughts— and I could have borne 
alimyraflerings.- . .^ 

A iigh, a tear! She finileda all mj fufiarings. Yes^ 
(he, even (he, enjoyed the tortures, the wrackings of my 
ibuL She bftde her oompani<m 4Pgel too .enjoy them. She . 
feemed to feaft upon my griefs ;. and only turned away her 
more than damning eyes, to turn them on her more than 
bled companion. 

FJames and brimftone— corporal iuiferanco— were para- 
dife to fuch eternal mental hell as this. . 

Oh ! how I rejoiced, how I wept, fobbed with joy, when 
I awoke, and difoovered it was only a dream, and found 
jnyfclf in the conitmntd cell of Newgate^ 



Mr. H. and Dr. V. neither of whom you know, I b^ 
lieve, are exceedingly kind to me. The latt^ writes, to me, 
the former fees me, continually. Your poor H. finds more 
friends than he merits. 



Among my papers you will iee ibme lines I wrote on read- 
ing Goethe's * <* Werther,*' tranilated from German into 

French, 



* Behold the marrow of Werther*s inconfiftent (lory. 
On the 4th of May 17.71, we find him ieparated from his 
family and his bofom friend, and retired to folitude, on ae* 

count^ 



AmA, which, vliUe I vofimlt^^ 4ef«$]64coIiQ<f 
me. ^hen I returned to ZngUnd, I made kcr let me reail 
it. But I never Shewed thcie lincit to her^ for fear they 
fhoalcl malLe her nacafy.r^iJiiiiappf Wcrther 1 Still iefi pre- 
teticelndftth«nftlriiii<JAe^AaiiL' After'^uietly Aeing-lliy 
Charlotte marry another inan, Widiout £o much as ofering 
to marry her thyftl^ j hadft thon a rigjjt over thy exigence 

because 



count of a lady'4 (ieath '<l*4nilt de fa jieimeflB) whofetttach* 
ment he feems to hart'rccumed; but, vith regard to whom 
he fcems to confefe he was not entierement innocent. 

Before the i6th of JaHehc ciruui f es to fall moft violently 
in love with Charlotte, notwithftanding he knows, both 
from her friend and kerietf, that ihe is very fliottly to marry 
Albert. In (pite of his bofom friend's advice, either to en- 
deavour to marry< Charlotte himielf, or to let her marry 
Albert without makLing himfelf miierabld, he very qaietly 
waits the arrival of Albert, whom he finds le mdlieur bomme 
iu mondct without"any dtfoovcryof hiypaifion, bat in mad, 
gloomy letters to his friend. In the beginning of Sep- 
tember, he is pcrfuadcd by his friend to tear himfelf from 
Charlotte's fociety, to leave her quietly to marry Albert, and 
to accept of an appointment to an embafly; but not befbrc 
ItforcwcU between the three, in which it appears that Char- 
lotte's mother, on her death-bed, conligned her to Albert. 
Before Werther has ipent mitoh time in his new appoint- 
meat» hft tallu. of a protty <faD09g penchant Sot the trii'mm- 

I On 



[ 2% ] 



becaufc (he was not thy wife ? Yet waft thou Icf* harbarou* 
than J, for thou didft not feck to die in her preience — but 
neither didft thou doubt her love— -Wc can neither of us 
hope for pardon* 

Lines found, after Wcrther*s death, upon the ground by 
the piftol. 

If dratrce fome kindred fpirit fliould rdatc 
To future times unhappy Werther*s fate ; 
Should, in fome pitying, almoft pardoning age, 
Confign my forrows to fome weeping page— 

And 



On the loth January 177a he writes to Charlotte and 
mentions MifsB.but lis atfacbmenflo'her is tmfy upon a<S 
count of ber refemhlanc'e to Charlotte. A£eu ! concludes thii 

unaccountable madman " Albert eft il pr^s de vous, ct 

•« en quelle qualitc ? — -^Infenfc !*' (true onough) <* DevroU 
" ftu faire cette qiieftion V* . Or Ihould you not long befort 
have faid more ? 

On the ioth of February he writes formally to congratu- 
late Chailotte and Albert on their marriage. In April his 
German pride is difgufted at ii piece of etiquette revealed to 
him by his dear Mifs B. with tears and a vouS qtn connwJeZ 
rnon caeur. After trying and quitting another defirable cfta^ 
bliihment, he finds himfelf in July, contrary to his friend's 
entreaties, at the abode oif Chariottc and Albert. After c£^ 
feftually deftroying their domcftic happinefs in this worlds 
he forfeits all his own hopes of happineis in another, by de*i 
termining on fuicide j and, leaving behind him a cmelly 
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And ihould the affcfting pagcbc haply read 
JBy fome new Charlotte, mine will then ,be dead-— 
(Yes, (he ftiall die — fole folace of my love ! 
And we (hall meet, for Co Ihe faid, above) — 
O, Charlotte, M . , by whatever name 

Thy faithful Werthcr hands thee down to fame— 



affectionate letter to Charlotte, he borrows her bulband's 
piftols, and when the clock flrikes twelve, on the^ 2 ad of 
^^ember, Thoots himfelf through the head. 

Werther was clearly a bad man. Had he ftot died by his 
own hand, he jdid.J^9t.ieI«Tej:o^j^Ye^_Th^e writer who 
either relates or feigns his dangeroBS (lory, is not a much 
^ter man. The heft t^at can be faid for the wor^ is faid 
J)y tjbe Freoich: traufl^qr (Werther, tradu^t de VAilemande^ 
J^flricht. 17^5. Second. partie, p. 2x9). 

Jeunc homme i<wfible I ^uand tu eproii verb's la premiere 
j^ei^ de ^ar jdus violet^ te des paiHons po.ur un objet qui ^e 
|veut ^trea ^01, ^tu diras : -telitojtl'ctat de Werther, le pre- 
mier j»ur qu*il vit Charlotte. Ah'! 'fi je rcyoiscet. objet qui 
jorte le troubk dans mes fen§, je Tadorerai tou^ Ics jours 
fiaff9fit3Lge; bieht6t je fouffrirai les tourmenf s que 'NYcrthe|r 
^ixmva, bient6t la langueur qu le defefpoir xermineront ma 
maUkcorcofe carrlerel. Ou p|us infortuoe encore, peut-£tre 
Ib ycrtu f*4}<34£|»eca^ de .mpn coeur ; je cherf herai^a feduup 
Wft^me,;, and fi spfis,e£fart$:6i^t yainsjjc i^fl^p:q:ai.foji 
ij|loux*-TW/tf fttime'^iufQii^] ivkpns |e crv^c, piirinfor- 
||ai^.: ^llpos phisrchcr 4fn^ d>.ut^. climats rouhli d'un objet 
Uq^ ds^ngiircax, A la jouiiJ!^n<;e de plaifirs naoips fvM^ft^.., 

Ao4 J^h ^^^ ^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^- 

Ob« 



O be thou fure thy Werthcr never knows • 
The fatal ftorjr of my kindred woes I 

do not, fair one— •by my fhockingead 

1 charge thee !-^o not let thy feeling friend 
Shed his fad forrows o^er my tearful tale ^-« 
Sxample, ipite of precept, may prevail. 

Nay, much loved M'. thotfgh^ a fond defire * 
To prove thy huCband, prove thy child^ns* fire; 
Tho* thefe, and other duties, thou mufl know. 
Would hold his hand from death's forbidden blow—* 
Yet might my gloomy tale full furely ihroud 
His brighteft day in melancholy's cloud ; 
Yet might thy-H. lead, to his lad breath, 
A life more fhofkingjhan even Werthtar's dentk^ . 



Newgate, Sunday, x8 April, 7p, . . 
5 o'clock in the af^ernooui 

Since I wrote to you this morning J haye more than once 
taken up my pen. For what can I do, which afords me 
more pleafure than writing to fuch a friend as you are, and 
have been, to me ? 

Pleafure! Alas, what buflnei^ has fuch a wretch as I 
with fuch a word as that ? However, pouring myfelf out to . 
yon thus upon paper is, in jfbme meafure, drawing off my 
forrows.^it is. not thinking. 

CmeKsr.! And yet I canexcuie her. She knew not of 
wl^ OMtfri^U J was msde. ^ liord S. wiO^ed to pfoferve « 

treaiiurc 
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treafure which any one would have prized. 6. was em« 
ployed to preferve the treafare. And (he fofpcfted not that 
my (bul, my exigence, were wrapped up in it. 



O, my dear Charles, that yttu could prevail upon your- 
fclf to vifit this fad place ! And yet— our mutual feelings 
would render the vifit uielefs. So*-it is better thus. 

Now, perhaps, you are enjoying a comfortable and hap- 
py, meal. There, again, my misfortunes! Of happine(s 
and comfort, for the prefent, T have robbed you. H. has 
murdered happinefs. 

But this is the hour of dinner. How many are now 
comfottable and happy ? While I 

How many, again, with every thing to make them other- 
wife, are, at this moment, miferable ! 

The meat is done too little, or too much— (Should the 
pen of fancy ever take the trouble to invent letters for me, 
I fliouU not be fuffered to write to you thus, becauie it 
would feem unnaturah Alas — they know not h"bw gladly a 
wretch like me forgets himfelf) — The fcrvant, I fay, has 
broken fomething — fome friend (as the phrafe is) does not 
make his promifcd appearance, and confcqucntly is not eye 
witnefs of the unneceflary difhes which the family pretends 
to be able to afibrd^r fome friend (again) drops in unex- 
pectedly, and fnrprizes the family with no more diflies upon 
the table than are neceflary. 

Ye home-made wretches, ye ingenious inventors of ills, 
before ye fuffcr yourfelves to be foured and made miferable, 
for the wh«le remainder of this Sunday, by ibme trifle or 

another. 
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another, which does not deferve the name of accident, look 
here-— behold, indeed, that mifcry of which your diicoa<* 
tentednefs complains! 

Peep through the grate of this my only habitation, ye who 
have town-hottfes and country-houTes. Look into my foul 
—recoiled in how few hours I am to die, die in what man- 
ner, die for what offence! 

Now, go, be cf ofs and quarrd with your wires, or your 
hufbands, or your children, or your guefls-^begin to citrf^ 
and to fwear— and call Almighty God towitnefs that you arc 
the mod miferable, unluckiy, wretches upon the face of the 
eaxth — becaufe the meat is roafled half a dozen turns too 
much, or becaufe your cooks have not put enough feafon* 
ing into your pies. 

I was obliged to lay down my pen. Such a pi^re as tliis, 
in which ipyfelf made the prindpal figure, was rather 
too much. 



Good God,!— to look back over the dreadful interval be- 
tween to day and lafl Oftober two years. What a talc 
would it make of woe ! Take warning from me^ my fellow 
creatures, and do not love like H, 



Still, Sunday. 
7 o'clock* 

When thefe loofe, incoherent papers fhall €ome into ycyir 
hands after my death, it will afford yott fbme confolatlon to 
know my tonper of mind at lafl. 

C c Charlcf, 



-[ 290 ] 

ttarlesj^as tlie awTul moment approaches, I ftcl myfclf 
more, and * more, and iiiofc 'compoled, and" calm, and re* 
£gned. 

It always, you know, was my opinwn, that man could 

, bear a 'great load of afflilfHon better than a finall'one. I 

thought fo then-lnow I am fure of.it. This day fe*nnight 

I was mad, perfcAly mad. This afternoon I am all mild- 

nefs. 

, This 4ay fe*nnight !— :To look back is death, is hell. 
'Tis almoft worfe than to loek forward. 



Let me en^vour to get out of myfelf. 
In proof of that opinion whiclf you always ridiculed— 
go to the gaming table — obferve that adventurer, who is 
come with the laft fifty he can fcrape together. See— how 
he gnaflies his teeth, bites his fifls, and works all his limbs ! 
^ He has loft the firft throw — his 50 are reduced to 40. Ob* 
/icrve him now — with what* compofure his arms are^f-apped 
about him ! What a fmooth'calm has fltddenly fucceeded to 
that dreadful (Ibrm which fo lately tore up his whole coun- 
tenance ! Whence the reafon think you ? Has fortune fniiled 
on hiffl ?— Dire£lly the contrary. His 40 are now dwindled 
to five* His all, nay more, his very exiftence, his refblu- 
tion to live or die, defend upon this throw. Mark him— 
how calmly, iiow carelefsiy he eyes the box. I am not fuHs 
he does not "almoft with to bi%; tltat he may tiefy ill«l6ck, 
and tell her Ac has done her worfl. 

Sec 
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Sec—- 

— On a mom<nt's point, th* important dye 

Of life aod death fpios doubtful ttt it falk. 

And t urn s up — death . 
1*11 furreodcr my opinioa for untenable* if a common 
obierver, from his countenance, would not rather point him 
out as tjbjc winner, than the agitated perfou yonder wh^o^ 
really has won, 

Since I wrote what you laft read, I caught royfelf 

marching up and down my cell with the ftep of haug^tt* 
Dcfs; hugging myfelf in my two arms; and mutteriog her. 
tween my grating teeth, '^ What a cotnfleat vtretcb I am V* 



But— Is there not a God ! Did not that God create me ? 
Does not tl^at God know my heart, my whole heart 1 Oh { 

y.c«, yes, ycsT " \ 

To-morrow then— -And let to-morrow come*-! am pre- 
pared. 

God (who knows my heart, and wiH jud^ me, I tnift» 
by that heart) knows it is nof with a view to dimmiih my ' 
own guilt, the magnitude and enormity whereof I acknow-' 
ledge— but — let not thofe, who (urvive me, flatter tkem« 
felves that all the guilt of mankind goes to the grave, to thft 
galk>ws (gracious heaven !) with H. 

I (hall leave behind me culprits of the Jkn^e k»d M ifsf/St/f 
—culprits who will not make my tricing atonement of an 
ignominious death* €Ui naay they fee their crimes, and 
wepp. over thcn^ tte&r^ they arft confronted with the iojiire(( 
parties at the footAcKti of the t^xqnc of ^e God of heaven ! , 

Cc» Thcfc' 
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Theft arc crimes (as indeed are all the crimes of mcu, 
however noifelcfs or inaudible) with which the liftening an- 
gel flies up to heaven's chancery — but thefc arc not they 
upon which the recording angel drops a tear as he notes 
them down. The pencil of eternity engraves fuch crimes 
as thefc on adamantine tablets, which (hall endure to the 
end of time. Mine, mine, perhaps, may head tl\p H(l. 
Be merciful, O God ! be merciful ! *' 

Reflexion in this world is almoft worie than the worft 
which offended Omnipotence can infliA upon me in the nezt« 
ttnud fly from it. 



And are there not crimes as bad as mine ? It is little my 
intention to argue away the badnefs of my crime— .but there 
furcly are, and worfe. 

Let that gallant, gay, young gentleman yonder hold up 
his hand. Yes, fir— you I firfl arraign . Not for breach of 
friendfhip, not for faife oaths to crcdalous virgins, not for 
innocence betrayed— thefe are no longer crimes; thefc are 
the accomplifhments of our age. Sir, you are indiOed for 
flow and deliberate murder.— Put not on that confident air, 
that arrogant fmile of contempt and defiance. Demand not 
with a fi\eer to have the witnedes produced who were preicnt 
when you (Iruck the (Vroke of death. Call not aloud for the 
bioo'd-ftained dagger, the dry-drawn bowl, the brain-fplafhed 
piflol. Are thefc the only inflruments of death ? Yon kBow 
they are not. Murder is never at a lofs for weapons. 

'Sir, produce your wife.— See, feef^what indigoatJoa 

Haflies in his eyes ! A murderer, and -the murderer oi his 

wife! May the calumniator-*-^ !— Sir, no imprecations, 

" * - np 
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no oaths} thoft: are what l^etraypd that ytfif^ Yon did opt 
plant a da^er in her bread ; but you planted there grief, 
difeaiie, death. Shp, fir, who.gavf you all, was defiroyed^ 
was murdered by your ijl uf^. i^d not (uddenlyy not 
without giying h^ time to kiiow w^at was to happen. She 
law the lingering ftroke, (he ^er^rived .the iippoflibility to 
avoid it; Qtf felt it tenfol4 from the hiinds of a much-^ 
loved httlband* 



Were thefi; fcrapsof paper to be feen by any other eye 
than your's, common people would wonder that, in propor* 
tion as the moment drew nearer, I got further and £ar* 
ther from myfelf. It may be contrary to the rules of cri- 
ticks, but fo it ».— To think, or to write about myfelf, is 
death. Is hell. My fiMngs wiM iMt CiSer me to date theft 
different papers any more. 



Sf^ me^ay a {^a^l tribii^ of |^raif<^— Ifow often haT< yo}i 
fnd.I cpinp^ajAfd of ^Mniliaritj's blunting the edge of every 
ienfe on which (he lays h^rhand? At herji^idtimg, beauty 
fa^ei eyqi in the ejc of loye ; and t^ iGotn 5^ picj fmilc^ at 
ifffrojff'i bl^dj^ ^.f5#* ^ h<^ pf^J^pce> V Ijo j^ he that 
f^\ coati99^ to hdboM t^e J^c^e 0/ d^gjbt, or ihat fUIj 
liears the ycoce g£ qioumingi Wiia^ then is the praife of that 
l^olqr, who vi the midft of mifery, and crimes, and 4eath^ 
lets j^iUaiji^ at dcj^oce, and hill pr^erycs the fee]io£8 of 
Cc 3 'a'mab? 
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a man ? The author of the life of Savage gives eckljrity to 
the Briftol gaoler, by whofe bamanity the latter part of that 
(trange man's lift was rendered more comfortable. Shatl'no 
one give celebrity to the prefent keeper of Newgate ? Mr. 
Akerman marks every day of his exigence, by more than 
one fuch deed as this. — -know, ye rUh and powerful, ye 
who might fave hundreds of your fellow creatures, from 
ftarving, by the, fweepings of yotir tables— 'Know, that, 
among the various feelings of almo(l every wretch who quits 
Newgate for Tybum> a concern notker kft nor leaft is that 
which he feels upon leaving the ga«l of which this man 13. 
thcke^er. 



. Bat -I can now no longer fly ftom myfelf. In a few Ihorf 
hours the band which is now writing to you, the band, 
which 

I will not di^refs either you or mylclf. My life I owe to- 
^the laws of my country, and I will pay, the debt. How I 
felt for poor Dodd ! Well— .you (hall hear that I died like » 
man and a cfariflian. I cannot have a better truft than in 
the*mercy of an all-ju(t Cod. And, in your fetters, when 
you (hall thefe unhappy deeds relate, tell of me as I am. I 
* forget the pafla^e, 'tis in Othello. 

* You muft fuffer me to mention the tendernefs and great- 
ncfs of mind of my dear F. The laft moments of my 
life cannot be better Tpent than in recording this complicated 
k£t of friendfliip and humanity. When we parted, a tafk 
too much for us both, he a(ked me if there was any thing 
for which I wiHied to -live. Upon his prefling me, I ac« 
' "' t . ^ ktiow* 
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knowled^ I was nneafy, very uneafy, left Lord S. mighe 
withdraw an allowance of 50 pounds a year, ix^ich I knew 
he made to her father. ** Then,** faid B. f^ueezing my 
hand, burftiiig into tears, and hurr^g ont of the room, 
*' I will allow it him." The a^^dtionate manner in which 
he ipoke of my S. would have charmed you. God for ever 
hlefs and profper him ! and my S. and you ! and 

(The note vfhicb follows was written with a penciL All 
that was legible is here prefervedf though tbefenfiUincomflefe*^ 

LET T E R LXIV. 
To the Same. 

Tyburn* 

My dear Charles, 
Farewell for ever in this world ! I die a 
fincere chrlftian and penitent, and every things 
I hope that you <»n wifli me.* Would it pre- 
vent my example's having any bad effect if the 
world fliould know how I abhor my former 

ideas of fuicide^ my crime, # 

willbethebeft 

judge. Of her feme I charge you to be care- 
^1. My poor S. will 






Your dying H* 

LE T. 



LETT E R LXV. 

FrOm.C«AIH.J55 rr-rr- Efg. 



To General 



ao Auguft, 177^. 

My dear friend, 
IPtit ~.-^-^ coag;b, which pafles t}i£ough: 
■ to-morrow, wijl leav# a large packet 

for you at* the Geofge. When your fervant 
goes tp the poft," he may enquire for it. The 
contents are copies of ^eh letters as explain 
tbe incnediWe ts^ of a1^ pqp^ ^x%x^ of «ioc, 
iwboiw you iweKC J^ ^np^t ^ B^trpW* 
vhik be remained ip yoyr profcifiw, gq^ ItQ 
affift in prouK3dng ^fter he ^iwited it, Yqur'^ 
©f the latter end of laft month on tj)p fgbjexa 
of his death, convirxces ^j,e you will not be 
»Rgry with wefor giving you a fight of thefe 
leltecs. Th^jfB were fn^f more jm^iong fhff 
papers which Jie jrea;ed pp f^y ;?|e qa the join- 
ing of his death ; but a$ they^ejmqre priv^te^ 
and lefs necei&ry to^heftvy, I have d^rqye* 
them* 

Your ^ 
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Your memory will, I know, rccolleft Ro- 
chcfoucault's refledion— 5i on juge de V amour 
par la plu-part de fes effetSy il refemble plus a la 
J)aine qu* a ramitih 

One very important fa<a ftruck me on con- 
fidering this melancholy bufinefs. In our rc- 
colle£iion three perfons, either extemporanc- 
oufly or deliberately, have determined to (hoot, 
firft the objefts of their fury, and then them- 
felves — Stirn, who killed Mathews in 1761; 
Ceppi, whom H. mentions; and poor H. 
hiinfelf. They all three fucceeded in the firft 
Inftance, and all three failed in the fecond. 

* If what I am told be true, what a fcene muft , 
have beea exhibited at the Shakefpearej foon 
after the cataftrophe ! H. was indulged with a 
fight of her body. While he was contemplate , 
ing the effed: of his madnefs (for madn^fs it 
furely muft have been) two or three people 
ruftied in, who, arriving too late for the en- 
tertainment, heard of the murder, and came 
to learn the name of the viftim. One of thefe - 
immediately recolle£);ed H. — immediately 
recognized Mifs -— — ■, was, in faft. Lord 
S What a groupe for painting ! 

Were 
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Were it nQt.unaeceffary, when his" piiShire 
IS drawn at fucH full length in tbefe letters, I 
woul4 give you a flcetch of the amiable man^ 
whom, in fo many years, and in fo ipany dif- 
foFent icene$» I n«ver had occafioo buttalcw^e 
till riie EQoment he abhorred himfetf, Ta 
mtka rdhx\Qt\s on his (lory, would be to write 
a volumes. The pamphlet called «* Cafe and 
Memoirs" is a n^ifergbJe bufinefs; and ma/ 
df) th^ very miichief of which H. was aware* 

•« It is true," iw tw toU by the author, «« thitin hh. 
*^ own U£b he had a property ; and* by the Uws of nature, 
*^ he might have difpofed of it, if he pleafed— but, it m" 
«• he fad, he had none in Mifs — *s, and, asfucb, that 
** he hadiHO right t&take tt fitom her. Rea&a nua^ iuppovt 
*' tl^4 afgmncnt ; but is noting &y.ourahle to he f^)d ^r a 
*< ipan who prefers death to. life, becauie that life is ma^e. 
** wretched by a capricious andean ungrateful woman?'* 
Page XI* 

Hofw veiy dafer^tly dow Ifce poor n»P hiaar? 
fdf talk in one of hia Newgate^ papisrs to. me^ 
whidi I have fent ta you i 

«* Thp torture of my fituatjon is ttis, that not a yaoii <?«?. 
•* be faid iii my favour, i^nlefs you will fay I am mad. But 
«♦ Go4 knows I poflefs all my feoics and feelings much too 

" exq^uifitely* 
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« exquifitely. Yet this is not the part of my crime for which 
*< I am always moft forry. Often, very often, I confider my 
" crime with refpe<5t to the influence it may have upon the 
'< world. An example reprefented in life by vice, has more 
«< efre<5l than a precept preached by virtue. No one will imitate 
•* me in murdering the objedl of his love, but I may be con- 
" fidcrcd by defpair, or by folly, as another precedent in favour 
'* of the propriety of fuicide. Perhaps, if thefe inflances of def- 
" perate cowardice did not go ovit to this country, through the 
" channels ©four papers, by which means they are ftored up as 
** authoritie.s againft a difappointment or a gloomy day, filicide 
*' would, with lefs propriety, be termed an j^nglkij'r. Oh 
** Charles,could the imperccptible,but indifputable,magnetifm 
" of this part of my ftory be deftroyed, could my countrymen 
" know howl abhor this part of my crime, how thoroughly 
*' I was ever convinced (except during my phrenzy) and how 
" perfe(5lly I am now perfuaded, that our own Ihes arc m more 
** cU our dlfpofalsy than the lives ofourJlUow creatures , I Ihould ex- 
*' pire in fomething lefs of mental torture !'* 

Worthy foul ! while we abhor, we pity ainl 
refpetSl: and fo will poftcrity. That juftice which 
condemned thee to death cannot refufe a figh, a 
tear to thy virtues. Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit ! 
Thy Charles, when time fhall have alittle healed 
the wound made in his friendfliip, will find fome 
way to tell the. world thy dying wifli, . 
My dear General, 
Ever your'e. 

Charles . 

How 
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How poor, how rich, how abjc6t, how.auguft, 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ! 
How paffing wonder he who made him fuch ! 
Who centered in our make fuch ftrange extremes 1 
From different natures marveloufly mixt 
Connexion cxquifite of diftant worlds ! 
Piftinguilht link in being's endlefs chain I 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 
A beam ethereal, fuUied and abforpt ! 
Though fullied and diflionoured, flill divine !>^ 
Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute ! 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of duft ! 
Helplefs immortal ! Infe<5l infinite ! 
A worm ! a God !— I tremble at myfelf, ■ 
And in myfelf am loft ! 

Night Thoughts. 



FINIS. 



